832 Whyte Ave 
h. 439-8725 


Earth’s General Store * 


C y ry U v 

February Ist, Tuesday @ 6:30pm: VIET- 
NAM - ADVENTURES OFF THE 
BEATEN TRACK a digital multi-media 
presentation by photographer Dag 
Goering and award-winning author 
Maria Coffey highlighting their explo 
ration of Vietnam by bicycle, kayak, 
and on foot. This is a fundraiser for 
Wings of Providence. 

Location: Provincial Museum, 12845 - 
102nd Avenue 

Cost: $20.00. Tickets are available at 
Earth's General Store 

Contact: 426-4985 

Website: www.hiddenplaces.net 


February Ist, Tuesday @ 11:00 - 
1:00pm: Grant MacEwan College is 
hosting their annual "GLOBAL CITI- 
ZEN DAY". 

Location: Grant MacEwan College 
10700-104 Avenue 

Cost: FREE 

Contact: 497-4581 or 
jorgensenj@macewan.ca 

Website: www.macewan.ca/interna- 


tional. 


February 1st, Tuesday @ 10:00 - 
3:30pm: Workshop - BEING NOTICED 
BY THE MEDIA! This is a one-day 
workshop facilitated by local journal- 
ists Sally Johnston (the Edmonton Sun) 
and Scott McKeen (The Edmonton 
Journal). 

Location: Alex Taylor Elementary 
School, 9321 - Jasper Avenue 

Cost: $85.00 - a light midday meal is 
included 

Contact: 995-6819 or 474-6058 


February 2nd, Wednesday @ 7:00pm: 
THE WOMEN'S INTERNATIONAL 
LEAGUE FOR PEACE AND FREEDOM 
monthly meeting (first Wednesday of 
each month). Come out and be part of 
the oldest women's peace organisation 
in the world with activities happening 


across borders to promote peace, free- 


dom and justice worldwide. 
Location: Organic Roots 8225-112th 
street 

Cost: FREE 

Contact: Colette 488-5999 or wilpfed- 
monton@yahoo.« 

Website: www.wilpf.org 


February 3rd, Thursday @ 4:30 pm 
"CUMULATIVE IMPACTS OF DEVEL- 
OPMENT ON FORESTS IN NORTH- 
EAST BRITISH COLUMBIA" presenta- 
tion by Dr. John Innes, UBC. 
Coordinated by Environmental 
Research and Studies Centre. 

Location: Room 120, V-Wing Lecture 
Theatres. 

Cost: FREE 

Contact: Beverly.Levis@ualberta.ca 
Website: 
http://www.ualberta.ca/~ersc/es.htm 


February Sth, Saturday @ 7:30 pm: 
Benefit for Choice with local musician 
and activist Maria Dunn and a silent 
auction. This fundraiser is in support of 
Planned Parenthood Edmonton. 
Location: Cosmopolitan Music Society, 
8426 Gateway Boulevard 

Cost: $25.00 - including hors d'oeuvres, 
Cash bar. 

Contact: 423-3737 or at Earth's 
General Store 439-8725 


February 8th, Tuesday @ 7:00 pm: 
Alternate Energy Seminar: CONNECT- 
ING SOLAR AND WIND TO THE 
GRID presentation by Gordon Howell. 
Sponsored by The Environmental 
Studies Institute of Grant MacEwan 
College, and The Northern Alberta _ 
Chapter of the Solar Energy Society of 
Canada. 

Location: Room 5-142, Main Floor, 
105th Street Building, Grant MacEwan 
Downtown Campus 

Cost: FREE 

Website: www.ecn.ab.ca/sesci/ 


Warm your head - and your heart! 

The annual Toque Campaign gives 

people from all walks of life the oppor- 

tunity to show their support for solu- 

tions to homelessness by purchasing a 

Raising the Roof toque and wearing it 
lly! Toques are $10 each, and 


eral Stor 
enera ore 


Trust Fund (Suite 901, 10025 -106 
Street). Eighty per cent of the net pro- 
ceeds go to supporting community 
homelessness initiatives right here in 
Edmonton. Buy a toque and help the 
homeless on Toque Tuesday, 
February 8th. 


February 10th, Thursday @ 4:30 pm: 
"LANDSCAPES OF DEATH: A 
REQUIEM FOR ALBERTA'S GRIZZLY 
BEARS" presentation by Dr. Mark 
Boyce, Biological Sciences, UofA. 
Coordinated by Environmental 
Research and Studies Centre. 
Location: Room 120, V-Wing Lecture 
Theatres. 

Cost: FREE 

Contact: Beverly. Levis@ualberta.ca 
Website: 
http://www.ualberta.ca/~ersc/es.htm 


february 10th, Thursday @ 7:00 pm: 
Equitable Child Maintenance and 
Access Society monthly meeting. 
rages Lion's Centre, 11113-113 St 
B 

Cost: FREE 

Contact: 988-4015 

Website: http://www.ecmas.org/ 


February 11th, Friday @ 9:00 am to 
4:00 pm: COMMUNITY-BASED 
SOCIAL MARKETING (Advanced) 
workshops with Doug McKenzie-Mohr. 
(author of "Fostering Sustainable 
Behaviour’ - available at Earth's 
General Store). This full-day advanced 
workshop builds upon the knowledge 
of community-based social marketing 
that you may have gained from 


reading "Fostering Sustainable 


Behaviour." 

Location: Edmonton Delta South, 4404 

Gateway Boulevard (at Whitemud) 

Cost: Members - $250.00, Non- 

Members $275 and grassroots NGOs 

$175.00 

Contact: 403.843.6563 or 
seidel@telusplanet.net 

Website: w rcle.ab.ca and 

nttp://WWww.cbsI m 

February 12th, Saturday @ 

SOME LIKE IT HOT! (an omni-sexual 

adventure) to celebrate Sexual and 

Reproductive Health Day. 

Location: Cosmopolitan Music Society, 

8426 Gateway Boulevard 

Cost: $7.00 and available from Earth's 

General Store 

Contact: 423-3737 or Earth's General 

Store @ 439-8725 


February 12th, Tuesday @ 6:30pm: 
Institute for Christian Studies 
Worldview Conference: "BIBLICAL 
FAITH IN THE SHADOW OF 
EMPIRE" with keynote speaker Sylvia 
Keesmaat, Adjunct Professor at 
Institute for Christian Studies. From 


7:30pm: 


Egypt to Babylon, from Persia to Rome, 


the biblical story is told in the shadow 
of empire. In the first century the apos- 
tle Paul founded and shaped small 
communities that embodied an alter- 
native ethic in the face of 

an aggressive and dominant empire. 
Location: The Kings’ University 
College, 9125- 50th Street 

Cost: $70 adult and $15 student 
Contact: 1-888-326-5347 

Website: www.icscanada.edu 


February 13th, Sunday @ 5:30 pm: 
VEGETARIANS OF ALBERTA 
POTLUCK. Please bring a potluck dish 
to serve 6 and your own plate, utensils 
and cup. 

Location: Riverdale Community Hall, 
9231- 100th Avenue 

Cost: Members - $2.00 and non-mem- 


Contact: 988 


ily 


m 


Fa 
‘Tre 


or 469-1448 
voa@telusplanet.net 
Website: www.vofa.ca 


February 17th, Thursday @ 4:30 pm 


"THE SHAKY ROLE OF PUBLIC 


INVOLVEMENT IN ALBERTA" presen- 


tation by Dr. Naomi Krogman, 
Renewable Resources, UofA. 
ordinated by Environmental 
tudies Cent 
Theatre 
Cost: FREE 
Contact: Beverly.Levis@ualberta.ca 
Website: 
http://www.ualberta.ca/~ersc/es.htm 


February 19th, Saturday 12:00 - 8:00 
pm: EARTH JUSTICE FAIR - NGO fair, 
Fair Trade Merchandise, Presentations, 
Film Screenings, workshops, Childcare, 
Organic food, Music and fun. The 
Objective of the fair is to educate and 
empower citizens to participate in a 
socially and ecologically sustainable 
global community. The fair is orga- 
nized by Oxfam, Edmonton Chapter 
(http://www.oxfam.ca/) and the 
Environmental Direct Action Network 
(www.democracyproject.ca/EDAN) 
Location: Sacred Heart School Gym 
9624-108th Avenue, Edmonton 

Cost: FREE to the public.$10/Table for 
Non-Profits & individuals. $25/Table 
for Businesses 

Contact: Meredith James 
myrydydd@wildmail.com 


February 25th - 27th: ALBERTA 
SOCIAL FORUM 

Location: University of Calgary 
Cost: Unknown 

Website: http://www.albertasocialfo- 
rum.ca 


Please send me any events that you 
think should be listed in the Activist 
Agenda. Thank you - Michael 
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THE WORD 


VISITORS 
OLEEP 
IN THE 
BASEMENT 


family member is the person 

you expect to be usefully impo- 

lite enough to tell you that the 

outfit you're wearing doesn't 
make you look fat, it's the fat body try- 
ing the patience of your clothing that 
gives you the portly effect. They will also 
love you just as much either way. 

Only a close family member will tell 
you to do something about your body 
odour and the spinach stuck in your 
teeth. Your very closest friends can also 
get away with this sort of familiarity; but 
their brutal honesty could be chastised 
at any time, where being an annoyance 
to all your relatives is a birthright. 

A boy born 10 months ago is now the 
central and most doted-upon figure in 
my family. This time last year, I had a 
wife and two guest rooms. Now, I have a 
wife, a baby, an 11-year-old foster 
daughter and a dog. Visitors sleep in the 
basement. Looking back, | should have 
appreciated the hypnotic serenity of qui- 
etude when | had the chance. 

When | was a small lad, there were 
people that were around so often, | just 


Lost Boy by Mark Kozub 


assumed that they were related to us in 
some way. As an extension of that, a 
friend of mine from BC is moving to 
Edmonton soon. He became part of my 
family soon after meeting him. How was 
he accepted into the fold, when others 
close to the family were not to the same 
degree? It is inexplicable to me, but 
probably is similar to describing why 
one person is attractive to you more 
than another. 

The dynamics of your family do not 
always represent the ideal you had in 
mind. It does not necessarily meet your 
needs and is not the support you require 
in every case. So, if family roles can be 
adopted by close friends and many peo- 
ple don't relate well with their family, 
then why is family so important? Simply 
put, it is because when everything falls 
apart, your friends may not be there, but 
your family will protect your interests 
even if they don't really like you. 

If your family is divided, don't live 
like that. Get your life in karmic order 
before you have a deathbed epiphany 
that you can do nothing about. If your 
family is close, bring others into the fold. 
Even if, like so many others, your family 
made your childhood a living hell, don't 
hold onto the hate. This only serves to 
get in the way of your own happiness 
and personal development. 

Love your family (if at all possible), 
love your friends (also, if at all possible) 
and let your enemies smite themselves 
without your involvement. 


-Warren Bjarnason 
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Making Poverty 
History: Achieving 
the Millennium 
Development Goals 


The University of Alberta's 
International Week 2005 
Jan. 31 - Feb. 4 


n behalf of University of Alberta 
International we are inviting you 
to take part in International 
Week 2005S. 

30,000 people die each day from pover- 
ty...perhaps more if you can include pover- 
ty in a broader sense, of the heart, mind, 
and spirit. 

The goal of International Week 2005 is 
to bring greater awareness to our campus 
and the broader Edmonton community 
about poverty issues. We would like to 
focus on trade, debt and aid, as well as 
highlight the eight Millennium 
Development Goals - see www.un.org/mil- 
lenniumgoals. We intend to focus on local 
poverty in addition to poverty at the global 
level. We also framed the theme as 
"Making Poverty History" to emphasize 
some positive examples and the work that 
is already being done to address poverty. 

This year's theme was chosen in recog- 
nition of international events in 2005: the 
publication of ‘The Commission for Africa 
Report’, the G8 meeting in the UK which is 
to focus on poverty issues, the 20th 
anniversary of Live Aid, and the UN 
Millennium Development Goals Special 
Summit. 

Our theme coincides with a major 
international campaign, "Make Poverty 
History," which has been launched by a 
wide coalition of charities, trade unions, 
campaigning groups and celebrities in 
Britain... Lhe campaign is calling for urgent 


poor people around the world who live on 
less than a dollar a day. The campaign's 
web site is www.makepovertyhistory.org. 

International Week is coordinated by 
the Global Education Program of University 
of Alberta International. It is the largest 
annual educational extracurricular event 
on campus. Approximately 4000 people 
attend and participate in over 50 events 
involving over 160 speakers and perform- 
ers, 


Every year International Week focuses 
on a particular global issue: ‘Globalization’ 
in 2001, ‘Living as if the Planet Matters’ in 
2002, 'Human Security' in 2003, and 
‘Picking up the Peaces' in 2004. 

Come and be a part of an educational 
and inspiring Week that informs and moti- 
vates people about how they can help to 
make poverty history! We welcome student 
groups, university units, governmental and 
non-governmental organizations to orga- 
nize and offer sessions for International 
Week. 

If you would like to participate in pro- 
gramming by focusing on trade, debt, aid, 
any of the eight Millennium Development 
Goals or local poverty, or if you would like 
further information, please contact Solene 
Chang, International Week Programmer, at 
schang@international.ualberta.ca or 
(780)492-1137. 

Your session may take the form of a 
workshop, a discussion, a theatrical presen- 
tation, or whatever format most suits your 
subject matter. You may even choose to 
sponsor a speaker or construct a panel 
dealing with a particular issue. 

Please contact us soon so we can for- 
ward an activity proposal form to you - the 
deadline for submission of this form is 
November 19th. 

Thanks. We look forward to hearing 
from you! 

Solene Chang 


International Week Programmer 


BELLE DE JOUR 


by roger garcia 
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Performers 


Wanted! 


Family Entertainment Night 


(Coffee House) 


Open Stage! Live Music! Poetry Reading! 


~ DOOR PRIZES!! 


sday, February 15th. 
Music: 7:00 PM 


4 


oo 


ext. 144 


Help Wanted! 


Mr. Marketing 


Requires experienced sales staff 


for telemarketing company. 


Commission-based Pay 
Phone: (780) 452 - 4609 


In the developing countries 
the United Nations doesn't 
mean frustration, 
confrontation or 


condemnation. It means 


environmental sanitation 
agricultural production 
telecommunications, the 
fight against illiteracy, the 
great struggle against 
poverty, ignorance and 
disease. That's what the 
United Nations is about. 


Micuet A. ALBORNOZ 


VOICE = 


COMPANY 


More company 


increases happiness, but 


does not lighten or 
diminish misery. 


THOMAS TRAHERNE 
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On Film: 


In Good Company 


s my husband and | lay in our 

conjugal bed listening to CBC 

Radio, an academic panel 

explained why the manmade 
entity Marriage is finally wheezing toward 
the sociological graveyard to die. 
Confident cant of the institution's redun- 
dancy, inherent patriarchy, biological 
unfeasibility and capitalist strategy sang 
like an infomercial for the New World. 
Marriage was reduced to an unnatural 
lure dreamed up by evil puppet masters 
for their own economic and sexual ends. 
"Taint natural" was the scientific premise 
»f these learned naked apes, although one 
professor conceded that a solid mom-dad 
home seemed empirically good for chil- 
dren. The feminist on panel saw youth's 
attraction to marriage as phony romanti- 
cism (and really, really irritating) so Young 
People were written off as shallow naifs 
entranced by corporate sirens. The movie 
In Good Company is well made and 
touching, but mostly it's a sweet note sus- 
tained, refreshing and heedless, over bul- 
lied marriage's choking, whispery swan 
song. 

Denis Quaid is Dan Foreman, a craggi- 
ly handsome, older advertising salesman 
with the magazine American Sportsman. 
As he's preparing to fly off for a business 
trip, he sees on TV that his company has 
been acquired by the voracious mogul 
Teddy K. (played wonderfully by a diaboli- 
cally vacuous Malcolm MacDowell). 
Quaid is lovely in this role; he has the 
stunned solidity of a man who has some 
"fear of evil news" but knows he'll pull 
through because he's loved and decent 
and nothing can take that away from 
him. He walks the walk of the just and can 
meet anyone's eye but now he's confused 
and uncertain - will he lose his job? When 


he returns from his business trip, he finds 
out his 40-something wife is pregnant. 
They are both stunned and elated but now 
he's more financially nervous then ever. 
Having two daughters, he can't help but 
hope for a son. His closest daughter is 18- 
year-old Alex played by the Peach of all 
Peaches, Scarlett Johansson. (Oh, what 
cheeks! They're all milk and roses and that 
flaxen hair, what a pretty, pretty girl - but 
I digress). 

Carter Duryea (Topher Grace) is a hun- 
gry little hot shot working for Teddy K.; 
he's twitching with ambition yet never 
loses a wide-eyed, almost guileless charm. 
It was narratively sound to make his boss, 
Steckle (Clark Gregg), such a chilling cor- 
porate shark. Steckle is a horrible shell of 
a man, with a creepy rent-a-smile and a 


vicious contempt he wields on a dime 
when he wants to confuse and intimidate. 
He's also a pathetic sycophant drooling 
and fawning over Teddy K. enough to 
make your skin crawl. Carter begs Steckle 
to let him take charge of American 
Sportsman's advertising department; it is 
done - at 26 years old, Carter is on the fast 
track. When he moves into the offices at 
American Sportsman, Dan is demoted and 
kicked out of his office to make way for 
him. Dan naturally despises Carter for 
this, especially because he Carter doesn't 
know anything about selling advertising. 
Dan doesn't realize that Carter saves him 
his job but other casualties abound and 
long-time, well-loved coworkers are being 
fired like flies. 

Then suddenly, there's a great karmic 
downturn in Carter's life. He bashes up his 
brand new Porsche just as he's driving it 
off the lot and his wife leaves him after 7 
months of marriage. Now Carter never 
wants to go home and spends endless 
hours at work. There is something touch- 
ing and admirable about the way his 
character handles this anguish; he doesn't 
divert himself with soul-killing pleasures 
as so many do when punched out by 
painful emotions. Nervous and hopeful, 
he remains in the world. His heart and 


Cs 


LUBE -X | 


FAST OF“ CHANGE 


Pete & Shelland 
11503 - 104" Avenue, 
Edmonton, AB T5K 2S2 
E-mail: lubex7 @shaw.ca 
Ph: (780) 425-7562 

Fax (780) 425-7689 
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good-natured chutzpah begin to impose 


even upon the resentful Dan. He finds 
himself a guest at Dan's house marveling 
at the one thing he can't buy - a happy 
marriage and close family. Then, he gets 
to know Alex (hair flaxen, cheeks waxen) 
and falls - bonk! - in love with her. Just 
when it had begun to diminish, throw 
another log on the fire of Dan's hatred. 

Johansson and Grace have excellent 
chemistry and its more than their both 
being so bloody cute - you can feel the 
emotional pops and buzzes of two people 
beginning to really like each other. But, 
I'm not sure why the story had to go down 
this road. I can't help but wish Carter had 
just been assumed into the bosom of Dan's 
family without the romantic attachment 
and ensuing showdown - wasn't sweet 
hearth and home enough? Dan wants a 
son, Carter's father walked out on him 
when he was very young - must there 
always be a chick? You'll understand my 
sentiments better if you see the movie and 
how things end up. 

In Good Company takes a sad yet 
hopeful look at ageism and the prejudice 
that the faceless iceman, The Corporation, 
holds fast to without question. 
Interestingly, I just read that more employ- 
ers are acknowledging the value of older 
workers. They're usually settled in their 
families (so not preoccupied with a tumul- 
tuous love life), they seldom bounce 
around from job to job and they don't call 
in sick because of too much boozing the 
night before. Of course, not all young 
workers are like this, but older and wiser is 
slowly being regarded as a safer bet 

All in all, In Good Company is a 
happy, well-realized movie and shines 
hopeful light on the family's dodo trajecto- 
ry and life "over the hill". It's not realistic 
but I've given up hoping for that from 
Hollywood's offerings; still, it's nice to for- 
get the empirical evidence of our sad, self- 
ish state even if just for a little while. 


- Keyna Laurence 
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Let your 
voice be 


heard! 


Would you like to 
tell your story to 


Edmonton? 


Are there things 
that happened to 


you that 
you think 


affect others as 


well? 
TP PF al 


Should other 2 
people know 


aA 


what's going on? 


Send your story to 


wbjarnason@bissellcentre.org 
or come see the 


Our Voice 
editor at the 
Bissell Centre, 
96th St. 


GAS COMPRESSION SERVICES LTD. 


and head 
mounted. It 
will not cost 
you any 

more—if . 
as much 
—to have 
your work done 
in the largest 
establishment 
of the kind in 
the world, and 
with our equip- 
ment and ex- 
perience you 


glove leather. 


lar specialties. 


gloves. 


You Ought to Have 
Your Hide Tanned 


should get best results here. 

We tan deer skins with hair on for rugs 
or trophies, or dress them into buckskin 
Bear, dog, calf, cow, horse, 
or any other kind of hide or skin tanned 
with the hair or fur on, and finished soft, 
light, odorless, moth-proof, and made up 
into rugs, gloves, caps, men’s and women’s 
garments when so ordered. @ Taxidermy 
and head mounting are among our particu- 
We also make fur coats to 
sell, fur outside and fur lined, robes and 
Send for our illustrated catalog. 


THE CROSBY FRISIAN FUR COMPANY 
583 Lyell Ave., Rochester, N. Y. 


Beauty lips 


from Moose Jaw 


t's Valentines Day and you sit alone 

drinking your caffeinated dark life. You 

look across the room and see her. This 

vision of red hair and white skin, you 
might have heard of her, but you don't real- 
ly Know her. This stunning beauty is 
Canada and the best way to get to know her 
is not over a European special coffee. 

She is wearing a bright yellow jacket, 
which has the words "Beauty Tips From 
Moose Jaw" and is written by Will Ferguson. 
This book is about love, the love he has for 
Canada and family, a love so great he felt 
the need like a voyageur except no crew of 
ten to document his every move. 

"But in Victoria, the blues, the very idea 


lon Tie" 
a () Ices 


of the blues is more of an abstraction than 
an emotion. Surely the danger here is nar- 
colepsy not depression". 

This book won't put you to sleep howev- 
er; it is the soothing vision of Canada 
through the window shield as you take a 
road trip with Will through Canada. It is 
not only a rough guide to Canada, it's a 
book of useful Survival hints. Such as: "To 
roast marshmallows, (also known as the 
main course with shake-a-pan popcorn for 
desert) you will need the following supplies: 


— 142 matches 

— An entire bag of firewood 

— A good half gallon of lighter fluid 
— Another entire bag of firewood 


More profanity: "The act of writing for 
Will is like what made explorers trudge 
across Canada in the first place. Is it 
wealth? No, as Will explains: "What moti- 
vates me is curiosity, about my self and the 
world around me. | wrote: "Beauty Tips from 
Moose Jaw" as a way to explore Canada not 
in the abstract but through real places, real 
communities." 

So, how does Will get the vast array of 
information that is collected in this book? 

"I take a trip, stay for a week to ten days 
if possible, meet as many people as | can 
take scads of notes and then go home and 
try to put them into some sort of coherent 
shape. Instead of wandering the streets of 
Paris or lounging on a tropical beach 
beneath gently swaying fronds of palm, | 
found myself marooned in Saskatoon, 
where | was hired-out liked a rented mule 
by a temporary manpower office”. The 
advantage of traveling across Canada is 
that it gives you a sense of what being 
Canadian is all about. Will writes: "The 
logic of straight lines is transformed into the 
whorls and curves of the Red River Delta, 
the Red - the only major river that flows 
into Canada ends in a swirl of indecision". 

The whole identity of Canada is about 
indecision: "It's @ process, an ongoing 
process, an act of self-invention." 

This is not a solitary journey, we see 
Canada through Will's relation to his fami- 
ly: 

"Men in my father's family were Cape 
Breton coal miners and Saskatchewan rail 
workers. My mother's family came from the 
West Coast via Ireland and Czechoslovakia 


I grew up in northern Alberta, making me 


Canadian. an 


ecrech) “ound 


family." This exploration of roots is going to 


be examined in his future work as well. His 
son Alex is part Japanese and so Will 
describes his future work as "A book called 
'Hitching Rides with Buddha’ about my time 
in Japan. I spent five years in Kyushu and I 
go back every year or so." As Will grows 
older his writing has changed as well 

"| think my writing is becoming more 
reflective, less confrontational, but that's 
just part of growing up, I suppose.” 

This book reflects that in its description 
of Canadian identity and history from sea 
to sea. This book of travel is about the world 
as well, "Travel writing is about wrestling 
the world down into a manageable size. 
Travel writing is all about what you leave 
out; it is about paring experience down. 
Fiction was more limitless for me. "So read 
this book and discover why you love 
Canada and realize if though she seems dis- 
tant: "The End of the world was not that far 
away at all." 

Further info in Will's writing can be 
found at http://www.willferguson.ca/ 


- Philip Jagger 
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THE VERDICT 


Remembering 
Chino 


Chino's gift to me was 
the insight that despite 
a terrible addiction, a 
man could still retain 
his humanity, his class 


and his dignity 


here were a lot of tears shed at 
Chino's funeral service. People 
accepted the invitation to get up 
and share their memories of their 
friend and family member. They spoke 
many between sobs - of his cheerfulness, 
his generosity and his goodness. One fel- 
low related how Chino had given him the 
coat off of his back when it was cold. 
Chino sold "Our Voice" at one time - ven- 
dor number 0854 - and that's how I came 
to know him. | remember being con- 
cerned about his alcoholism and how it 
might affect the reaction of prospective 
customers. To Chino's credit, | don't 
remember ever having any trouble with 
him over his drinking. It was like he 
respected the paper and once he saw that 
there was potential for conflict because of 
his drinking, he stopped selling, in case 
he should bring trouble to our communi 
y of vendors. That wasn't necessary; \ 


Chino, alcoholism was anything but 
play-time. Often I would encounter Chino 
on Whyte Avenue. He would stand quiet- 
ly, awaiting the kindness of strangers, 
and then he would thank them as warm- 
ly as friends. 

At Chino's funeral Father Jim remind- 
ed us that none of us are in a position to 
udge our fellow human _ beings 
Certainly, from what | learned of Chino 
through my dealings with him and from 
the words and reactions of his family, a 
judgment of this man informed only by 
an assessment of his appearance would 
fall far short of a true summary of his 
character. Father Jim also spoke of the 
wisdom of the elders who say that people 
come into our life for a reason, and if we 
care to look for it, they usually bring a 
gift, perhaps a valuable insight learned 
from a lesson. While thinking of that, | 
realized that in his quiet, polite and dig- 
nified manner, Chino's gift to me was the 
insight that despite a terrible addiction, a 
man could still retain his humanity, his 
class and his dignity. That's a valuable 
lesson. Hi-hi Chino. Rest in peace. 


- Ron MacLellan 
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The beloved is 
the ultimate fetish. 
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Cgbernaughtgka 


people on stage re-enacting the entire event. 


alentines day is approaching and 

we are surrounded by the hallmark 

idea of love prepacked in shiny 

bows with roses and chocolate. But 
the true intent of the holiday the passion 
seems to be lost we seem to forget that Saint 
Valentine was killed to death with arrows. 
In Edmonton there are a few artists who 
have not forgot the true idea of love and 
sexuality here is their voice on the passion 
of their art. 

One of the artists is Candice St Croix, the 
successful promoter and creator of 
Cybernaughtyka: a cyborg fetish fantasy 
show. The other is Pocket Universe, a hus- 
band and wife team who make music for 
the fetish lifestyle and have released their 
new CD: Primal. 


Our Voice: What is the process of your 
work? 


Candice St Croix: "All of my work stems 
from either a dream or a desire. I usually 
become blessed with an idea at that won- 
derful moment when I'm about to fall 
asleep, it never fails. The dream or idea 
then becomes a painting...over time I bring 
up some of these ideas to friends and associ- 
ates who help me elaborate on these ideas, 
later turning them into living breathing 


It's quite fabulous to see your ideas come 


allve 


Pocket Universe: "Inspiration - the desire to 
make a sound that inspires the listen to feel 
something, is usually our first step in our 
work process. It is followed by developing 
the Concept - in the case of Primal the inspi- 
ration was "seduction" and embracing the 
sultry side of human nature ... in particular 
something that would encourage the listen- 
er to embrace and explore their deepest inti- 
mate "dark" desires with their partners." 


Our Voice: Why do you create ? 


Candice St Croix: "My fiance makes the 
clothes, I design them ultimately because | 
have developed this Cyber/fetish styled 
extravaganza and wish for everything to be 
100% original. What's the point of wearing 
lip-service clothing if you're not sponsored 
by them right?" 


Pocket Universe: "It's in us, we put it out 
there to allow it to "live"... we put out the 
CD's because we absolutely love it when a 
person comes up to us and says: "I listen to 
your song/Album/music all the time and | 
love it 


Our Voice: What are you working on now? 


Candice St Croix: "We're developing the 
new official Cybernaughtyka Webpage, this 
will be just awesome. Also, I have a few 
show ideas up my sleeves. Currently we've 
been rehearsing for the Red Strap Market 
HIV Benefit party. Alas, because I am get- 
ting married this year, my show-promoting 
has been somewhat placed on the back 
burner until October." 


Pocket Universe: "Promoting Primal over- 
seas, planning our live shows - promoting 
primal .... Ummm did we mention promot- 
ing Primal? Our biggest focus is getting the 
music ‘out there' where people can hear it ... 
working as a very small Indie production 
company, makes the work of promotion a 
very hands on and time consuming thing! " 


Our Voice: What does the BDSM culture 
mean to your art and your sex life? 


Candice St Croix: "Gas Masks, Rubber, 
Latex, Rope, Ideally the greatest experience 
anyone will ever have with another person. 
It is trust.’ 


Pocket Universe: "We are influenced by a 
number of subcultures and alternate expres- 
sions of relationship in humanity. We 
admire and appreciate the dynamics of 
expression that people embrace and allow 
themselves the freedom to explore in many 
of these subcultures. Its like the ultimate 
art... that of self acceptance and expression. 
Personally if pressed to define our "lifestyle 

we describe it the same way we express 
our selves — B.O.V.N. "by our very 
nature" — and we feel people are most free, 
most fulfilled when they discover their own 
nature and work on becoming true to that. 
Our music is hugely influenced by our 
nature. 


Our Voice: How has your work evolved ? 


Candice St Croix: "Initially | began as an 
artist painting and doing photography dat- 
ing all the way back to elementary school. 
Eventually I began exploring different medi- 
ums, sculpting, graphic design, makeup 
artistry, and eventually Special FX. It was a 
professional beauty magazine that gave me 
my muse to do Cybernaughtyka. | was orig- 
inally going to enter a makeup artistry com- 
petition, the last requirement was a Fantasy 
makeup, mine was going to be a Cyborg 
theme. The Cyborg idea festered throughout 
my brain for 2-3 years and then finally | 
met the right people, thus Cybernaughtyka 
was born." 


Pocket Universe: "Considering we started in 
the folk rock genre with "Because we Love" 
... It is definitely evolving! | think the 
process of evolution starts with concept at 
the beginning of an album becoming more 
defined, obviously the more we do the better 


we get at the technical aspect of it, but also 
we are learning to embrace our medium, 
and to allow the music to just flow without 
tampering with the process, both being per- 
fectionists, this is a huge thing! We find our- 
selves accepting our music for its own merit 
more as we branch further into our career. 
Learning to let go of the outcome and to 
just allow ourselves to artistically create the 
sound to accomplish the mood we are seek- 
ing has been a huge part of this evolution." 


So here you have a brief look into the 
lives and art of two groups of artists who are 
inspired by what could be considered the 
darker side of love. But what is dark about 
following the primal? 

Cybernaughtyka will be performing at 
the Indusurreal Nut Cracker Ball (a 
Fundraiser for HIV Edmonton) Friday the 
18th at the Red Strap Art Market (10305-97 
St) at 8:00. 

Pocket Universe CD Primal is available 
at all record stores and can be reached at 
http://www.pocketuniverse.org. 


- Philip Jagger 
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Bush’s Biblical Laws II 


Dear Editor: 


hank you for the article entitled 
"Bush's Biblical Laws." I recall my 
own struggle with the references 
quoted from Leviticus. The same 


OCD Oe ji 2 Cle ODA Dan 


noted in these references-whether with 
human males or females; with animals, or 
with spirit beings that increase the turmoil 
of inappropriate decisions already made: 
either forced upon me by others physically 
stronger than myself [relatives]; or through 
my own naive inquisitiveness-huge slabs of 
my sense of personhood crashed down. I 
found myself swimming in a lake of moral 
and [literal] physical filth as result of my 
activities. My sense of worthiness powdered 
into dust. My sense of inner purity evaporat- 
ed. 

Eventually I had not a shred of self-con- 
trol in any area of my life. 

Although I sensed my inner bankruptcy, 
it was difficult to admit that situation, but 
at the same time it became somehow, ‘easy’ 
to realize my need of new life through 
Christ Jesus. He has graciously given unto 
me those personal traits of character that 
were stolen from even before my concep- 
tion. 

Early in my walk with Christ, each read- 
ing of the episodes described of the 
Patriarchs in the 'Old Testament’, revealed 
intense anger and rage in my heart of 
hearts. I misunderstood that reaction to be 


‘righteous indignation. I spewed streams of 
wrath upon all people within my constella- 
tions relationships. 

I was truly highly motivated to live 
according to what I saw as examples of 
godly living that I saw in the Scriptures. At 


until He gave me clearance to go there. This 
gave me opportunity to resolve many issues 
of deep inner pain. In 1986, He once again, 
began to give me dreams and vivid visions 
which troubled me, but which | found 
described in exact detail in Isaiah, and 
Ezekiel-neither book had | read in depth 
before. 

In the last four years, Holy Spirit has 
often opened specific passages of Scripture 
that I had never before read in Psalms, 
Proverbs, Isaiah, and Ezekiel, usually in 
counselling situations with hurting people. 
Where I once saw only deceit, I now see a 
mirror image of my own spiritual life. 
Where I once saw only judgment, I now see 
mercy and grace upon each page. 

Concerning the question of which 
Levitical laws are in force and effect in pre- 
sent times, particularly as touching capital 
punishment over religious issues, I have dis- 
covered: 

First, the Law of Moses was established 
for the physical nation of Israel. [Lev 1] 

Second, The Law of Moses, the Psalms 
and the Prophets contain many passages 
and pictures of the coming Messiah-who is 
the Lord Jesus Christ. 

According to Mathew 5: 17, Lord Jesus 


Hey, stop that! 


Don’t settle for playing with yourself on the 
weekend. Come down to the Mount Royal Hotel 
(10220 - 96 Street) every Sunday from 3-7pm for 
an Open Stage. Bring your instruments and leave 

your bigshot attitude at home! 


came not to abolish the Law of Moses, but 
to obey it; to fulfill the prophecies made of 
Him; and to advance that law from being a 
system of mere external statutes written on 
stone, unable to be apprehended by hard 
to the spirit of that 


hearts law written 


death, the veil in the Temple, which barred 
the way of sinful mean from access to Holy 
Lord God, was rent from top to bottom sig- 
nifying that Christ Jesus, as the Lamb 
Which takes away the sins of the world has 
provided a new and living way to relation- 
ship with Father God [one person at a time]. 

In Hebrews Chapter 10: 20 reads: 
‘Having therefore, brethren, confidence to 
enter into by the blood of Jesus, by a new 
and living way, which He hath consecrated 
for us, through the veil, that is His flesh; 
and having an high priest over the house of 
God, let us draw near with a true heart in 
full assurance of faith, having out hearts 
sprinkled from an evil conscience, and our 
bodies washed with pure water." 

Third, there are many word pictures that 
describe something that so many people 
refer to as ‘the Christian Church’ in a simi- 
lar manner as placing blame for bad events 
upon some unseen ‘they’. Unfortunately 
many local churches are accurately pictured 
in these portraits ... just defiled as was the 
nation Israel was, as 'the Church’ worships 
the gods and idols of the nations round 
about, for the sake of being ‘relevant to out- 
siders. 

Fourth, Holy Spirit has often abruptly 


We don't hold back 
our opinions, why 
should you? If you 
would like to 
respond to 
something written 
in Our Voice or you 
simply think that 
Edmonton has 
gone long enough 
without hearing 
your views, send 
your 
comments to: 


wbjarnason@bissellcentre.org 
Our Voice 
c/o Bissell Centre 
10527-96 Street. 
Edmonton, Alberta, T5H 
2H6 


called my 
Moses 


attention to word pictures in 


Law that describe my own condition 


uch needed comfort for me, and for oth- 
ers; and often confirm for me directions the 
Lord has given me in different settings and 
times. Such pictures have helped me to 
articulate prayer that I otherwise have no 
ability to put into words. 

Fifth, the ‘not one jot, not one tittle of 
the law will pass away' aspect is that the 
historical record of the Israelites wanderings 
set forth examples of how not to live-gives 
me opportunity to make better choices to 
allow Lord God to cleanse my heart; and to 
enable me establish myself in His 
Righteousness. I am learning how to avoid 
the painful results of the examples provided 
through the lives of those in times past. 

This is hardly a thorough learned thesis 
answering the questions posed in ‘Bush's 
Biblical Laws'-but these are understandings 
that are helping me to more accurately 
apply the Written Word to my own life, first. 
I am not a learned person. My life is chang- 
ing daily from what I was, based upon the 
truth in the Written Word of God.I-am in 
process. 

Thank you for pondering my musings 
on these perplexing topics. Please have a 
safe, encouraging day. 

-Broken Sparrow 


=™ Pharos 


Pizza & Spaghetti -- Fully Licensed 


8708 - 109 Street 


Phone: 433-5205 


Try Our Popeye (Spinach) Pizza 


‘THE RHUBARB 


=) 


GEORGE BUSH 


SVOICE 


There exists no politician 
in India daring enough to 
attempt to explain to the 
masses that 

cows can be eaten. 


INDIRA GANDH 


CUTT 


Passage 
to Inola 


ere | sit, in some random 
Internet cafe within the 


bustling. shere (city) — of 

Jalandhar, Punjab. Once you've 
cleaned your ears of the dust, smog and 
God knows what else that pollutes your 
ears over here, you can hear the wild 
honking of scooters, the rusted squeaking 
of cross-state trains and the bhangra 
beats from a nearby "palace," where wed- 
dings are held daily in gloriously tacky 
halls and flower-filled courtyards. 

Like Alberta, the state of Punjab is 
agriculturally based. I therefore have 
accepted that I am destined to live the 
life of a farmer, perhaps in my next life- 
time. My mother was born and raised in 
Padhana, a village of some 2,500 well-to- 
do farmers where fruit picking remains 
the norm and a majestic Gurdwara (sikh 
temple) nestles the horizon, somewhere 
past a dehydrated river and a field of 
Spinach (which I've helped pick and cut 
into delicous saag, a sabji that I once 
refused to eat for the past 11 years). 
Likewise, my father grew up feeding 
anorexic-looking cows (I, the other day, 
had to chase down a calf after it took off 
from its pen) and hacking sugar canes 
(which, I have discovered, you must peel 
away with your teeth before crunching 
and sucking the sweet syrup from with- 
in). 

Of course, my own childhood was 
spent celebrating provincial holidays like 
"Farmer's Day" and watching the local 
"Pioneer Days Parade" in smalltown 
Wetaskiwin, Alberta. So, it came as no 
surprise when on January 13 most of 
extended family from my dad's side 
(some 30 people) celebrated Lohri (a win- 
ter festival that features trick-or-treating 
for roasted peanuts, singing around bon- 
fires and harvesting enough food to sati- 
ate even the hungriest of Bollywood 


actresses). Seriously though, as much as | 
mock my rural ancestry, | love it. 


India truly overwhelms the sense 
-in a beautiful 
way. There's the sweet taste of my thijee's 
(my dad's eldest brother's wife) roti, even 
after I've haphazardly rolled her dough 
and blackened it on her mud-made 
hearth; the shimmering sight of a sea- 
blue sari flowing down and around the 
rupee-hungry salesMAN who's busily 
beckoning shoppers; the wet sounds of 
my barefeet slapping on the bathroom's 
cold, concrete floor as I hastily ring a 
warm face cloth on my goosebump rid- 
den body (at 4:17 am, where in Northern 
Punjab it was roughly 6 degrees C); the 
20-some years of untouched black dust 
that hug my fingertips and pinch my 
lungs as I unlock my late grandmother's 
trunk of Punjabi suits and cooking uten- 
sils; and the stench of raw sewage as we 
pass over the "lucky bridge," where seven 
rivers from Pakistan and Northern India 
pour into one glittering mosaic of rupee 
coins, garbage and human waste. 

Almost everything I've tasted, seen, 
heard, touched and smelled is notewor- 
thy, at least to me. The most comforting 
hours spent with my family have been 
the ones where we break out games of 
"Punjablish" charades (surprisingly, I'm 
understanding about 95% of what is 
being said, at least in Punjabi). Some cul- 
tural ceremonies, however, are complete- 
ly foreign to me (like when I had to per- 
form a rite of passage into adulthood the 
other day... All I heard in my head was 
Pinocchio's prepubescent voice scream- 
ing: 

"Look Gepetto, I'm a real boy!") Alas, 
that story shall best be told over a cup of 
chai when I return home. Until then, stay 
safe and enjoy the New Year. 

- Neil Parmar 
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Volanteers! 


Edith Sunshine 


Born: Sturgeon Lake Reserve 
Came to Edmonton in 1973 and has lived 
in the community for 15 years 


dith first started to volunteer at the 

Bissell Center when she was work- 

ing full-time at the Mount Royal 

Hotel. She would come in the after- 
noon and help out in the daycare. 

Then after she injured her ankle, she 
couldn't work at all. Edith had to have 
surgery on her ankle twice, and during this 
time the Bissell center supported her when 
she was at home recovering. They would 
bring her meals, and visit her. Her two 
boys would go to the daycare at the Bissell 
center during the day. When Edith was 
physically able to, she took a volunteer 
position in the Food Room. She is grateful 
because working even in a small capacity 
has contributed to her rehabilitation since 
it helps her to keep walking in order to 
keep her ankle lose which will stiffen up 
and get worse without movement. She also 
feels lucky to work with so many people 
that she considers friends and who support 
her. 

In an average day, Edith's duties are to 
put away orders of food that come in, 
make food hampers for clients, and help 
out at the drop-in. 

"The Bissell Center is a good place to 
volunteer, it's like a big family." 


- Bruce Mitchell 


Gary Cardinal 


Born: Lethbridge, Alberta 
Came to Edmonton in 1964 and has lived 
here since. 


ary has been volunteering at the 

Bissell center for 18 years. 

What's has kept him doing it for 

so long? It's the joy of getting to 
know people in the community. He likes to 
listen to their problems and to help them 
to solve them. It gives him a sense of pur- 
pose and satisfaction to say that he helped 
make a difference in someone's life. 

In the 18 years that he has been volun- 
teering at the Bissell he has seen lots of 
changes in the community. He feels with 
his experience that he is better able to 
serve his community, and to continue to 
help people in the community to deal with 
their problems. He helps a lot of people, 
but wishes he could help more. 

Volunteering has helped Gary to under- 
stand his own alcohol problems. He sees a 
lot of himself in the people around here, 
and relates to a lot of the problems they 
have. 

Gary's duties at the Bissell Center vary 
from day to day. Since he has worked here 
for so long he is dispersed around the 
whole building. When he is helping out in 
the drop-in center he is responsible for 
making the coffee, answering phones, and 
generally trying to keep the clients of the 
drop-in happy, which most of the time he 
succeeds in doing. "Volunteers make the 
world go around." 

- Bruce Mitchell 


8 2VOICE 


a. 


SCUTT 


wo days ago, I stood barely a hun- 

dred yards from tossing my hated 

body from the deck of High Level 

Bridge. Somehow, the Risen Jesus 
Christ interrupted my pain and my plans 
with the comment, "You have fully resolved 
to use the bridge [to jump]. You have never 
asked Me to take any active part in your 
life. If you jump, you will have no further 
opportunity. Besides, if I cannot make 
something beautiful out of your life, you 
can always use the bridge later. You have 
nothing to lose. 

A young girl whom I respected, led me 
through a ‘sinners prayer’ which I reword- 
ed for myself, although I had never spoke 
to Almighty God before. At issue is not 
words spoken, but- rather, that the words 
come from the depths attitude of my heart. 
My invitation, "Jesus, if You are real and if 
You are alive as this person says You are, 
and if you can make my life worth while, 
then please come into my life. But if You 

anno produce. the. goods, donot bother 
me again." 

Even before I completed my comment, | 
sensed a concentrated cleansing action 
begin at the soles of my feet, up through 
my body and out the top of my head. I 
leaped and danced for joy, shouting "I am 
clean! I am clean! I am clean!" For the first 
time in my life I knew I was clean! Even the 
road dirt looked new. 

The One identifying Himself as the Lord 
Jesus spoke for the third time that day, say- 
ing, "If any man be in Christ Jesus, he is a 
new creation. Behold, the old is passed 
away. Behold all things are become new." 

Before this adventure that began thirty 
years worth of similar adventures, my inner 
being felt as though it was a cold, clammy 
lump of dead clay. Suddenly my heart 
sprang to life. Now I needed to learn how to 
handle new intense emotions that were 
never part of my make-up. 

Where I never thought of darkening the 
door of a church, I now followed this young 
girl to the church she and her auntie 
attended ...without any discussion about it. 
That weekend alone, I attended a small cot- 
tage meeting where | shared what had hap- 
pened to me. A series of three special meet- 
ings by a businessman preceded two church 
services on that first Sunday. 

I greatly desired to be baptized in water 
by immersion even though no one had spo- 
ken to me about it. My first opportunity 
came almost exactly a month later at a 
baptismal service where 16 adults and sev- 
eral elementary school aged children 
declared what Lord Jesus had done, and 
what He now meant to them. During that 
month, each night, I had many vivid 
visions and dreams of lizards, snakes, scor- 
pions and other creeping things. It was so 
personal that I kept my thoughts to myself. 


I knew no one to call about this. No one 
from the church saw fit to contact me con- 
cerning possible spiritual battles, or to 
extend friendship. 

When my turn for baptism came, I gave 
a short blurb about my experience a month 
prior and under the water I went in a sym- 
bol of my old ways being buried with 
Christ, and in a picture of being resurrected 
in new life in Christ. As I came up out of 
the water ...I knew, but I knew that Lord 
Jesus is alive and living in me. It felt expo- 
nentially cleaner that my initial invitation 
for Lord God to enter my life. 

As I rode a rush hour transit bus the 
next morning, | sat in a window seat, find- 
ing ‘Thank You Jesus" flowing through my 
innermost being. I repeated this many 
times on that trip. Suddenly it seemed I was 
being bathed in waves and waves of liquid 
love ...to the point I had to ask the Lord to 
stop, for I was overwhelmed with that sense 


of love, and I knew not how to respond to 
it 


“Tfound a quiet eagerness to shaté what 


Christ Jesus was currently doing in my life, 
bubbling from in side of me -with anyone 
who was willing to listen. That very day I 
spoke of these things, at his invitation, for 
almost two and a half hours, with a mil- 
lionaire supplier for my upholstery shop. 
This was out of character for me. 

That day, with my estranged wife, 'B', 
who saw big changes, but asked, "What is 
going to stop you from going back to the 
old ways again?" I had no answer for her 
question. I certainly was not about to make 
claims I knew nothing about. I shared with 
about eight people, including several men 
who lived on the Bowery, where I also now 
lived. Bowery means 'the place where men 
walk dejected’. Where people walk dejected, 
there is possibility of hope in Christ. 

When I began to read my Bible, a cer- 
tain phrase, 'Do the work of evangelist' 
glowed in brilliant white light, lifting off 
the page. From that time onward, sharing 
the same comfort I have received from the 
God of all comfort in my distresses with 
others that same comfort I myself have 
received from the Lord has accompanied 
my every ‘secular job'. Often the people I 
helped were currently experiencing chal- 
lenges that I myself had recently processed 
or in which had obtained solid deliver- 
ances. 

This unofficial chaplaincy component 
provided these situations as part of my nor- 
mal day to day routine, without my having 
to shake the trees for 'clients'-whether I was 
piling lumber; unloading coal from railway 
cars; cleaning outhouses; running a courier 
business; household moving; or working as 
a bedside nurse, 


- James M. Smithers 


EK BUTT 


GOODS 


Biting the 
Ballet 


ownsizing doesn't work! 'Biting 

the bullet’ is just fine for the 

movies ... the hero shows his 

true grit and chomps down on a 
massive chunk of lead to help him get 
through some crude field __ surgery ... the 
poor widow woman struggles to keep her 
kids together while she hangs onto the 
family spread ... and the corporate C.E.O. 
shouts down the board, with the classic, 
"We've all got to bite the bullet here and 
downsize or the company won't survive 
the next quarter." The concept sells pretty 
well on the screen, but it doesn't deliver 
the goods to the street. It doesn't work for 
business, governments, churches or even 
volunteer groups. It doesn't work for indi- 
viduals either. Bottom line is that when 
something gets downsized a lot of people 
get hurt. 

Seems people might have gotten two 
completely different ideas mixed up. On 
one hand, they've got these idealized pic- 
tures in their mind about how good things 
used to be. On the other hand, they've got 
some harsh realities to deal with. So they 
tighten up the old belt buckle and set 
about healing whatever got broke. Trouble 
is they have so much ghostly imaging still 
clouding up their thoughts that they just 
don't get around to thinking clearly about 
what they need to do next. The idea of 
‘biting the bullet’ used to mean enduring 


some really rough pain for a short time so 
a broken leg could be reset and mended 


ing slow mending part. Discouraged, they 
forget that shutting out pain just isn't the 
same thing as shutting out life. 

Biting the bullet usually translates 
into men and women getting broken and 
trampled by some real life problems that 
are a lot rougher than most of us care to 
stop and think about. When organiza- 
tions start downsizing and cutting back 
they stop feeding anything but the unem- 
ployment lines and the misery of human 
suffering. Same problems happen when 
families try to downsize and they lose 
some of their members. The really sad 
thing is what happens to the children 
who are the true victims when people try 
to make do and end up letting go instead. 
Despair has a way of doing that to people. 
Trouble is, people still try to make it work 
anyhow. 

Very few organizations that downsize 
ever get around to recovering from eco- 
nomic setbacks. They suffer from the same 
psychological damage that hits individu- 
als. They don't reorganize, regroup, refo- 
cus. What they end up doing is only the 
downsizing part. Then they just give up 
and move on instead of resizing and mov- 
ing forward. And those are two completely 
different critters. 

Good organizations, programs and 
people don't need to end up as drifters on 
Boot Hill. All that's required is a shift in 
attitude and an application of practical 
solutions. In other words, 'If'n it's yours to 
deal with-ride straight up to it, dab a loop 
on it and get it back where it belongs. If 
you run into trouble while your doin’ the 
right thing ... chances are you can get a 
little help along the way." 

- Jake Freeman 


ple nowadays try to skip the time-consum- 
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It's not the bullet with my 
name on it that worries me 
It's the one that says “To 
whom it may concern.” 
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SCUTT 


THE NEXT 
JEP 


wo days ago, I stood barely a hun- 

dred yards from tossing my hated 

body from the deck of High Level 

Bridge. Somehow, the Risen Jesus 
Christ interrupted my pain and my plans 
with the comment, "You have fully resolved 
to use the bridge [to jump]. You have never 
asked Me to take any active part in your 
life. If you jump, you will have no further 
opportunity. Besides, if I cannot make 
something beautiful out of your life, you 
can always use the bridge later. You have 
nothing to lose. 

A young girl whom I respected, led me 
through a 'sinners prayer’ which I reword- 
ed for myself, although I had never spoke 
to Almighty God before. At issue is not 
words spoken, but rather, that the words 
come from the depths attitude of my heart. 
My invitation, "Jesus, if You are real and if 
You are alive as this person says You are, 
and if you can make my life worth while, 
then please come into my life. But if You 

Even before I completed my comment, I 
sensed a concentrated cleansing action 
begin at the soles of my feet, up through 
my body and out the top of my head. I 
leaped and danced for joy, shouting "I am 
clean! I am clean! I am clean!" For the first 
time in my life I knew I was clean! Even the 
road dirt looked new. 

The One identifying Himself as the Lord 
Jesus spoke for the third time that day, say- 
ing, “If any man be in Christ Jesus, he is a 
new creation. Behold, the old is passed 
away. Behold all things are become new." 

Before this adventure that began thirty 
years worth of similar adventures, my inner 
being felt as though it was a cold, clammy 
lump of dead clay. Suddenly my heart 
sprang to life. Now I needed to learn how to 
handle new intense emotions that were 
never part of my make-up. 

Where I never thought of darkening the 
door of a church, I now followed this young 
girl to the church she and her auntie 
attended ...without any discussion about it. 
That weekend alone, I attended a small cot- 
tage meeting where | shared what had hap- 
pened to me. A series of three special meet- 
ings by a businessman preceded two church 
services on that first Sunday. 

I greatly desired to be baptized in water 
by immersion even though no one had spo- 
ken to me about it. My first opportunity 
came almost exactly a month later at a 
baptismal service where 16 adults and sev- 
eral elementary school aged children 
declared what Lord Jesus had done, and 
what He now meant to them. During that 
month, each night, I had many vivid 
visions and dreams of lizards, snakes, scor- 
pions and other creeping things. It was so 
personal that I kept my thoughts to myself. 


I knew no one to call about this. No one 
from the church saw fit to contact me con- 
cerning possible spiritual battles, or to 
extend friendship. 

When my turn for baptism came, I gave 
a short blurb about my experience a month 
prior and under the water I went in a sym- 
bol of my old ways being buried with 
Christ, and in a picture of being resurrected 
in new life in Christ. As I came up out of 
the water ...1 knew, but I knew that Lord 
Jesus is alive and living in me. It felt expo- 
nentially cleaner that my initial invitation 
for Lord God to enter my life. 

As I rode a rush hour transit bus the 
next morning, I sat in a window seat, find- 
ing ‘Thank You Jesus" flowing through my 
innermost being. | repeated this many 
times on that trip. Suddenly it seemed I was 
being bathed in waves and waves of liquid 
love ...to the point I had to ask the Lord to 
stop, for | was overwhelmed with that sense 
of love, and I knew not how to respond to 


Christ Jesus was currently doing in my life, 
bubbling from in side of me -with anyone 
who was willing to listen. That very day | 
spoke of these things, at his invitation, for 
almost two and a half hours, with a mil- 
lionaire supplier for my upholstery shop. 
This was out of character for me. 

That day, with my estranged wife, 'B’, 
who saw big changes, but asked, "What is 
going to stop you from going back to the 
old ways again?" I had no answer for her 
question. I certainly was not about to make 
claims I knew nothing about. I shared with 
about eight people, including several men 
who lived on the Bowery, where I also now 
lived. Bowery means ‘the place where men 
walk dejected’. Where people walk dejected, 
there is possibility of hope in Christ. 

When I began to read my Bible, a cer- 
tain phrase, 'Do the work of evangelist' 
glowed in brilliant white light, lifting off 
the page. From that time onward, sharing 
the same comfort I have received from the 
God of all comfort in my distresses with 
others that same comfort I myself have 
received from the Lord has accompanied 
my every ‘secular job’. Often the people I 
helped were currently experiencing chal- 
lenges that I myself had recently processed 
or in which had obtained solid deliver- 
ances. 

This unofficial chaplaincy component 
provided these situations as part of my nor- 
mal day to day routine, without my having 
to shake the trees for 'clients'-whether I was 
piling lumber; unloading coal from railway 
cars; cleaning outhouses; running a courier 
business; household moving; or working as 
a bedside nurse. 


- James M. Smithers 


BUTT 


Biting the 
Ballet 


ownsizing doesn't work! 'Biting 

the bullet’ is just fine for the 

movies ... the hero shows his 

true grit and chomps down on a 
massive chunk of lead to help him get 
through some crude field __ surgery ... the 
poor widow woman struggles to keep her 
kids together while she hangs onto the 
family spread ... and the corporate C.E.O. 
shouts down the board, with the classic, 
"We've all got to bite the bullet here and 
downsize or the | company won't survive 
the next quarter." The concept sells pretty 
well on the screen, but it doesn't deliver 
the goods to the street. It doesn't work for 
business, governments, churches or even 
volunteer groups. It doesn't work for indi- 
viduals either. Bottom line is that when 
something gets downsized a lot of people 
get hurt. 

Seems people might have gotten two 
completely different ideas mixed up. On 
one hand, they've got these idealized pic- 
tures in their mind about how good things 
used to be. On the other hand, they've got 
some harsh realities to deal with. So they 
tighten up the old belt buckle and set 
about healing whatever got broke. Trouble 
is they have so much ghostly imaging still 
clouding up their thoughts that they just 
don't get around to thinking clearly about 
what they need to do next. The idea of 
‘biting the bullet' used to mean enduring 


some really rough pain for a short time so 
a broken leg could be reset and mended 


ple nowadays try to skip the time-consum- 
ing slow mending part. Discouraged, they 
forget that shutting out pain just isn't the 
same thing as shutting out life. 

Biting the bullet usually translates 
into men and women getting broken and 
trampled by some real life problems that 
are a lot rougher than most of us care to 
stop and think about. When organiza- 
tions start downsizing and cutting back 
they stop feeding anything but the unem- 
ployment lines and the misery of human 
suffering. Same problems happen when 
families try to downsize and they lose 
some of their members. The really sad 
thing is what happens to the children 
who are the true victims when people try 
to make do and end up letting go instead. 
Despair has a way of doing that to people. 
Trouble is, people still try to make it work 
anyhow. 

Very few organizations that downsize 
ever get around to recovering from eco- 
nomic setbacks. They suffer from the same 
psychological damage that hits individu- 
als. They don't reorganize, regroup, refo- 
cus. What they end up doing is only the 
downsizing part. Then they just give up 
and move on instead of resizing and mov- 
ing forward. And those are two completely 
different critters. 

Good organizations, programs and 
people don't need to end up as drifters on 
Boot Hill. All that's required is a shift in 
attitude and an application of practical 
solutions. In other words, 'Ifn it's yours to 
deal with-ride straight up to it, dab a loop 
on it and get it back where it belongs. If 
you run into trouble while your doin’ the 
right thing ... chances are you can get a 
little help along the way." 

- Jake Freeman 
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It's not the bullet with my 
name on it that worries me 
It's the one that says “To 
whom it may concern.” 
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If the head is lost, all that 
perishes is the individual; 


if the balls are lost, all of 


human nature perishes. 
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A Short Story 


he windowpane is cracked and 

humid air from inside has escaped 

to form ice on the spidered glass. 

From the windowsill, icicles dangle 

threateningly. One of these days, a falling 

shard is going to impale a passer-by, but 

around here nobody shares my concern. 

Even the manager ignores my pleas. 

Outside, neon lights are flashing-blue on 

red. My breath has condensed on the win- 

dow and is obscuring the view. I wipe away 

the moisture, and notice a man standing in 

the purplish glade. Smoke is rising from his 
pursed lips. 

It's early morning and the snarl of traf- 

fic is choking the streets below. At 30 below, 

car exhaust blankets the city like a thick 


ocean fog. The ember of Harold's cigarette - 
j A target, I 


s a glowing beacon. A sniper's ta 

think to myself. Harold gives the butt an 
angry flick. It arches gracefully and 
explodes. He is a creature of habit: 7:00 
a.m., a Camel squeezed between yellowed 
fingers, 7:05, a hacking cough and off he 
goes. Harold has a circadian rhythm of his 
own. An alien moon pulls him. 


've known Harold for over a year now 

and I'm not sure | like him. I met him, 

or shall I say ran into him, on the day | 

moved into a derelict building over- 
looking refinery row. The stairs were nar- 
row and he refused to give an inch. I per- 
formed an awkward pirouette and almost 
spilled my load over the metal railing. 
Harold simply snorted. | detected the odour 
of cigarettes mixed with the sweet smell of 
spirits. I turned my head, and watched the 
crumpled corduroy jacket, worn bare on 
the elbows and the rear, stumbling down 
the stairwell. The whole structure creaked 
ominously. The welcome mat in front of 
my apartment door was laughing. 

It was early autumn when | arrived, 
and the trees were yellowing in the sliver of 
a park across the street. The park was a 
buffer zone between my apartment and the 
smokestacks rising in the near distance. | 
imagined guard towers and patrols oversee- 
ing a partitioned city, and found this 
strangely comforting. The squalor of this 
area appealed to me. I had moved here to 
escape the insular world of college and 
home, but I knew I could always return to 
the world from which I had fled. I have 
always been careful not to burn any 
bridges. 

I remember leaning over the balcony of 
my flat and savouring my first real 
moments of independence. Below me, large 
sweaty men in ill-fitting T-shirts were 


ogling pretty girls in skimpy dresses; shirt- 
less teenage boys were vainly parading 
their adolescent bodies; and old men and 
women were shuffling by on tired limbs. 
Everyone was bravely protesting the 
approaching winter. I admired their opti- 
mism. | could make out the faint aroma of 
overcooked hot dogs. My stomach 
wrenched. In the park, the man in the cor- 
duroy jacket was feeding pigeons beneath 
the rusting leaves. In the west, the sun was 
devouring the skyline. Shadows, long and 
weary, were fleeing to the east. 


hadows, black on black. A rectangle 

of light smashes against a retaining 

wall, wood confronts wood, cold 

embraces warmth, shuffling feet 
ing the wet from 
heads turn in acknowledgement. I've got 
you under my skin, a radio croons. A coffee 
grinder adds harmony, I've got you deep in 
the heart of me...I look up. The coffee wor- 
shippers have congregated again. Cafés 
have replaced cathedrals as places of wor- 
ship; coffee is the sacramental wine; caf- 
feine, the holy spirit. I inhale another 
mouthful of the dark liquid and contem- 
plate the blasphemy of it. 

Outside, a woman in a torn plastic bag 
is rising from the heat grate near the win- 
dow. A subterranean rush of steam lifts her 
tattered frock. I envision Marilyn Monroe 
with her platinum hair wrapped in 
newsprint. The city is getting under my 
skin. I grip my cup for warmth and reassur- 
ance, but find the comfort fleeting. In the 
past year I've discovered how illusory the 
creature comforts are. A familiar figure 
passes the window and makes for the door. 

Harold enters the room. It is not clear 
which is colder, the mass of air that follows 
him in or the expression on his haggard 
face. Harold never shaves. His face is cov- 
ered by patchy growth, indicating more 
neglect than masculinity. His nose is a 
giant red mushroom, within which a fine 
latticework of capillaries has burst. Back 
from his daily rounds, I think to myself. 

Harold orders a coffee, reaches into his 
jacket, three sizes too big and pulls out a 
soiled handkerchief full of change and bits 
of rubbish: tin wrappers, half-burned 
Camels, a remnant of a candy bar fused 
with a bus stub. He carefully picks out 
exact change. No apologies. He sits down 
opposite me, removes a dog-eared book 
from his breast pocket and begins to thumb 
through it. The pages are stained from 
exposure to snow, sleet and sweat. Harold 
finds a familiar passage and begins to bob 


br outside inside. A-fev 


Harold is 
beyond mere 
description. The 
locals have him 
down as a 
widower, 

a madman, 

a birdman, 

a dropout 
derelict drunk, 
a muttering 
Mongoloid, a lost 
soul. Harold is 
well known, but 
not known well. 


rhythmically as he reads. An errant thread 
from his sleeve dangles dangerously close 
to his coffee, like a wick about to be dipped 
in kerosene. 

I catch myself staring—secretly fascinat- 
ed by this man, by his fat fingers caressing 
the filthy book, by his mouth pouting like a 
wild orchid from too many beatings, by his 
lips that never explain themselves. Harold 
is beyond mere description. The locals have 
him down as a widower, a madman, a 
birdman, a dropout derelict drunk, a mut- 
tering Mongoloid, a lost soul. Harold is well 
known, but not known well. 


| Fuck you, bitch...Mind yer own god- 
damn business," Harold, pie-eyed and 
shit-faced, snaps at Marilyn. "That lit- 
tle puke took my goddamn Big Bear." 
The end of his sentence dives into the 
chemical abyss after him. An electric sign 
behind him winks invitingly: liquor dis- 
counts for seniors. He reels around, strikes 
out blindly. Misses. Falls. 

On the corner, leather-clad girls look on 
with disinterest. Cool winds funnel through 
box canyons to tease their flesh. Harold 
wallows on his back, makes an attempt to 
right himself and collapses. His giant head 
lulls to one side; an occasional groan rat- 
tles his ribcage like a pocket of air ruptur- 
ing the bulkheads of a sunken ship. 
Harold's lips, blue and fleshy, open and 
close like sea anemones filtering ocean cur- 
rents. A lone car stops and steals one of the 
fat girls. Headlights trace a jagged line on a 
building opposite and then wink out. A few 
blocks over, the traffic is picking up as sub- 
urbia invades the city for its Friday night 
high jinx. In the middle of the sidewalk, an 
indigo blossom reveals its petals to the 
moon and water droplets condense in the 
lunar light. 


unday, a half-eaten sandwich flashes 

a wild lettuce-and-tomato smile from 

a bloated trashcan. A dirty hand 

escorts the brazen bun to the darker 
recesses of a corduroy jacket. It's midday and 
Harold is on his way to the park. As he pass- 
es St. Michael's Cathedral, the doors open 
and a group of overdressed churchgoers 
rushes out, followed by a wave of hot air. 
Somewhere in the heart of the building, a 
pipe organ is being strangled in the name of 
God. Harold moves on. He will make his 
confessions to the pigeons. 

Harold feeds the pigeons every Sunday. 
In the time that I've known him, I only 
recall him missing once. It happened 
around this time last year. The city was 
cursed by a cold spell and the only things 
warming people's spirits were the headlines 
in the local papers—a slick politician had 
been caught campaigning with his pants 
down. In the local watering hole, lushes 
were raving about bullwhips and leather 
chaps. 

I remember sitting in the mughouse, 
watching snowflakes swarm like frenzied 
moths around a street lamp. Somewhere in 
the primordial sea, amino acids had 
embraced in a wedge of light. Now, life was 
re-creating itself in a seedy little bar. Voices 
were surfing on waves of smoke. On the 
dance floor, a lone couple was swaying to 
the sounds of a twanging guitar. Like dried 
leaves, they curled around each other. A 
broken voice was singing their love story—a 
ballad of barrooms and back seats, of 
Cadillacs and Crown Royal-and-Cokes. Near 
the’cui-de-sac formed by the washrooms 
Harold was bobbing t 
him, a party of college students was shoot- 
ing stick. 

"Another drink, bud?," the bartender cut 
in. 

"Ah...yah, sure. A trad please," I smiled 
awkwardly. 

"That'll be three-fifty” 

"Thanks," I replied and waved off any 
change. 

At my elbow, a half-cut businessman 
was reciting some bullshit story. His arms 
were braced in an awkward crab stance, 
revealing the yellowed polyester beneath his 
armpits. He had the irritating habit of 
speaking too loudly—as if the entire room 
was interested in his exaggerations. I felt like 
knocking him off his bloody stool. I had 
endured too many sidelong glances and 
puffs of misdirected smoke for my liking. 
Frankly, I wasn't bitter at him-this place had 
conjured up demons that I thought I'd exor- 
cised long ago. It's amazing how familiar 
places can dredge up repressed feelings, how 
phantom limbs can still feel pain. 

While in college, my closest friend and | 
had frequented a dive just like this one. 
There we spent countless drunken evenings 
talking, smoking, and courting oblivion. He 
had always been a bit disconnected, and he 
found solace in that neurotic place 
Everyone claimed he thought too much, but 
I believe he simply felt too much. I remem- 
ber the odd smile that cleaved his normally 
sullen face—an all-knowing smile so wide its 
edges touched to form a perfect circle. 
Through this portal he'd be propelled to 
dizzying heights of understanding; and I 
would grab hold of his wings and be carried 
aloft by his inspired words; and I'd feel smart 
by association. This was until, in my final 
semester, he became entangled in the Web. 
Suspended between the abstract and the 


his own beat. Next to 


A 


In the shadowy 
embrace of the 
back room, 
the dancing couple 
was reliving their 
high school 
experiences 
in a '76 Cadillac. 
Outside the 
window, 
the snow was 
picking up. Harold 
stumbled into the 
cauldron of the 
night, his jacket 
bound 
tightly 
around him. 


ness, phone lines coul 
withdrew. At the age of twenty-three, Jacob 
leapt off a building to briefly glimpse mortali- 
ty. He discovered concrete. 

I had known Jacob well, but could never 
console him. I recall his desperate eyes beg- 
ging me for answers, which | couldn't possibly 
provide. Loneliness was kicking within his 
cyber-womb, double-clicking at his soul, and | 
could only conjure up a bland ointment for 
his blistered skin. 

"You'll be all right...1 know how you 
feel...everybody hurts..." 

In his eyes, I saw the inadequacy of my 
words and the true poverty of my friendship. 

I've thought of jumping, too, but for some 
reason never have. I've always wondered why, 
when we're perched like ragged crows over the 
abyss, one of us dives in while another backs 
away? I'm tempted to say I love life more 
than my friend did, but that isn't true. He was 
passionate about living. In fact, he demanded 
more from life than it could deliver. It might 
simply be that my feet appreciate the mysteri- 
ous workings of gravity or know that jumping 
would only bring a profound separation. I'm 
not sure...All I know is that, once in a while, 
my friend enters my consciousness like a sud- 
den burst of static electricity. It happens when 
the city rubs me the wrong way; it happens 
when I think of Harold. | nursed my beer and 
tried to forget. Around me, the air was filled 
with the suffocating stench of burning feath- 
ers. At the pool tables, loose tongues were 
wagging. 

"Piss off, old man,” the student brashly dis- 
missed Harold. 

Harold had foolishly abandoned his chair 
to take a slash. 

"You smell like shit." 

Harold scowled. 

From the comer, a girl with a commando- 


In't provide sex. He 


cut was mocking him. Earlier, she'd pulled an 
equally vulgar pig-face his way. The entire 
party had become progressively more obnox- 
ious as the night wore on. 

"Outta my goddamn chair, " Harold 
snarled. Serpentine coils of smoke framed his 
anger. 

"Fuck you, Grampa!" 

His reaction was swift. Harold grabbed the 
boy by the throat, and plucked him from the 
chair, Amid the jeers and the juvenile chatter, 
his knuckles whitened as he clamped down. 
He waited until the kid turned sufficiently 
livid, before releasing him. At times, Harold 
was remarkably patient. He sat down, 
removed a bent cigarette from his pocket and 
lit it. The students re-grouped and resumed 
their taunting. Harold didn't care. While the 
teens conspired against him, he savoured his 
victory. 

Around closing time, the kids caught up 
with him again. People were slowly filtering 
out of the building. In the shadowy embrace 
of the back room, the dancing couple was 
reliving their high school experiences in a '76 


Cadillac. Outside the window, the snow was- 


picking up. Harold stumbled into the caul- 
dron of the night, his jacket bound tightly 
around him. 

The attack was short and vicious. The first 
blow sent him spinning. The darkness sprout- 
ed a hydra of percussive limbs. Harold stum- 
bled, and fell pell-mell into the awaiting fury. 
He made a brief recovery, curled into the 
foetal position and tried to mask his swelling 
head from the cruel drum-rolls. "Nother one 
for the ol' kisser, you old fuck!" A heavy boot 
descended squarely on his noggin. | stood 
impotent, as a wave of nausea overcame me. 
Eventually, when Harold's body ceased twitch- 
ing, the beating stopped. The night was filled 
with savage yelps and the sounds of scurrying 
feet. Harold lay still. Crystalline veils descend- 
ed upon him, melted and descended again. 
From the gash in Harold's head, radiant as a 


e commotion had died down—the 
street, quiet as a graveyard. Beneath 
the glare of the solitary lamp, the 
blood had congealed into a lucid pool. 

From the edge where the medics had dragged 
Harold's heels, two parallel strokes of red 
stretched into white. I caught my own distort- 
ed reflection in the mirrored surface and 
realised that seeing the world through 'rose- 
coloured glasses’ wasn't romantic at all. | saw 
a hydrocephalic child with elongated arms 
reaching; a red dwarf exploding; Harold's 
pulpy face splitting; Jacob with his limbs 
splaying. A burst of electricity fired some- 
where in my animal brain. | began furiously 
kicking snow over the crimson stain: | pulled 
the white linen over the cold body, drew the 
edges towards the middle, stitched the eyes 
shut. In the middle of the sidewalk, I said my 
good-byes. Jacob had come home. 


e next day, Harold lay in a drug- 
induced stupor, while his mess was 
being scraped from the sidewalk on 
50th Street. I stood at an adjacent bus 

stop and watched as a plastic snow-shovel 
chipped unsuccessfully at the angry patch. 
Nearby, in a growing mound of snow, | spot- 
ted a familiar book lying with its covers 
shamelessly outspread. I grabbed the book 
with a gloved hand, shook the snowflakes free 
from its insides and shoved it deep within a 
down-lined pocket. 

As I boarded the bus, the book tingled 
against my thigh like an illicit kiss. By the 
time I arrived at home, it was burning phos- 
phorous against my skin. | tore my jacket off 
and threw it over a waiting chair. Exhausted, | 
wrapped myself in the empty comforts of my 
bed, the cool sheets clinging to my body, and 
drifted off. 


en I awoke, sunlight was 
tonguing the contours of my 
face, lapping the salt from my 
fevered brow. The muffled sound 
of traffic indicated a fresh snowfall. I had 
slept fitfully. All evening Harold had straddled 
my belly, his dead weight pressing me into 
my thorny crib. I imagined hundreds of tiny, 
red perforations covering my back; | won- 
dered what kind of picture would emerge if I 
connected the dots. I wrestled myself free from 
my clammy cocoon. Shedding my skin, | felt 
the sudden cold on my legs, white as whale- 
bone. The radiator was clicking piteously 
beneath the cracked window, trying to stem 
the exodus of heat. I stumbled to the wash- 
room—the stiffness in my limbs, a gentle 
reminder that I was still up and kicking. I 
waited for my morning erection to subside 
before relieving myself. As 1 washed my 
hands in tepid water, I noticed the black stub- 
ble piercing my boyish face. 

The ‘spine of another day was 
broken—cracked like the binding of a per- 
petual diary. I stared at the blank page, and 
wondered what would be written of today. 
Ever since childhood, I've respected books. 
Books hold power. They're our confidantes 
and our betrayers; our liberators and our 
captors: The Koran, Mein Kampf, The Holy 
Bible, Das Kapital... In the bathroom mirror, 
| caught sight of my rickety bookshelf, and 
the rumpled down-jacket curled over the 
chair next to it. With trepidation, | removed 
Harold's manuscript. My hands, still wet 
from my morning cleansing, tried to flatten 
the dog-ears that perked up at my intrusion. 
The covers seemed to be hinged on cello- 
phane, so easily did they open. I held a but- 
terfly's kaleidoscopic wings between the 
thumb and index fingers of my two hands. I 
sensed the powdery betrayal on my finger- 
tips. A single photograph spiralled to the 
floor below. 
The photo 


lay face down on the shag car- 


Turning it over, 
image, sepia-toned by age. Its emulsion was 
worn away in the lower left-hand corner and 
I could imagine the picture firmly gripped by 
Harold's massive hand. The same hand that 
had, 30 years earlier, perched so lightly on a 
young woman's shoulder, his forefinger rest- 
ing on the cool skin covering the delicate 
wing of her clavicle. Her head tilting slightly 
towards him; her hand reaching up to meet 
his. I imagined Harold's dilated pupils peer- 
ing into the pool of distant memory—a pool 
so deep that no amount of booze could 
dilute it. 

Curiosity had mutated into voyeurism. 
Repulsed, I jammed the photograph between 
the worn pages of Harold's book, and closed 
the covers. | hastily threw on a pair of ratty 
jeans, a T-shirt from my alma mater, and a 
pair of white sneakers. As I turned to close 
the door, my eyes were drawn to the manu- 
script, seated where my parka had been 
moments earlier. With finesse born from 
many hasty retreats, | pulled on my jacket 
while diving down the stairwell. By the time 
| stepped outside I was braced for the ele- 
ments, but even so I was struck by the sheer 
brutality of winter. Somewhere within my 
down-filled sarcophagus, many tiny hairs 
stood up in alarm. With each breath of frigid 
air, | regained the clarity lost in the past two 
days of confusion. 


hen I returned home, the sun 
had dropped beneath the man- 
tle of snow, its fury subdued by 
the Earth's cold shadow. In the 
course of the afternoon, I had resolved to 
return the book to Harold as soon as possi- 
ble. Since the prospect of delivering it to him 
was daunting, | decided to leave the book at 


his apartment while he was away. 

I took a deep breath before making three 
tentative raps on the wooden door, beyond 
which I had never been. I could hear the 
knocks echoing down the hallway, joining 
all the sounds that must have reverberated 
here over the past few decades; and for all I 
knew, were still vibrating within these walls, 
as if they were imperceptibly stimulating 
huge tympana stretching between the 
rooms. I knocked again. Between heartbeats, 
I anticipated the door swinging open to 
reveal an enraged Harold. A familiar numb- 
ness spread from my abdomen to my 
extremities, but nothing happened. | 
exhaled. After finding that the space 
beneath the door was too narrow to pass the 
book through, I tried the doorknob. To my 
surprise, with a little bit of coaxing, the knob 
turned and the door swung wide. 

I stepped into a small room, similar in 
design and orientation to my apartment, but 
with a decor that was far more Spartan than 
my own. Behind the open door stood a tower 
of empty beer bottles and aluminium cans 
neatly stacked in flat boxes. In the closet, 
next to the entranceway, several garbage 
bags were bursting with cans and bottles 
waiting to be sorted. Aside from the clutter of 
recyclables, the apartment was remarkably 
empty. On the floor lay a single mattress, on 
top of which was placed a folded Salvation 
Army blanket and a lumpy pillow. In the 
centre of the mat a noticeable depression 
had formed. Above the pillow, a tiny Jesus 
was crucified to the wall. The cross was 
crooked, and its pale outline was evident on 
the yellowed wallpaper. At one time, it must 
have hung upright, faithfully shielding the 
paper beneath it from the cigarette smoke 
that had stained everything else. A bottle of 
Wild Turkey and an empty tumbler stood by 
the head of the mattress. Next to this sat a 
tin can that had once contained tuna, but 


was now relegated to holding ashes. An oak 


that matter, the entire place was curiously 
absent of any mirrors. Even the washroom 
was barren. The only decorations were the 
crucifix, the photograph and a series of 
faded Andy Capp cartoon strips stuck to the 
far wall with Scotch tape. 

I bent over to examine the photograph. 
The picture depicted Harold and Rose reclin- 
ing with a new-born lying across their laps. 
Harold was beaming with pride—a man 
with his entire universe at arm's reach. He 
was bright-eyed and fresh-faced. | admired 
how his family was bound by the flesh, each 
in contact with the other—an impression 
that was reinforced by the lonesomeness of 
my surroundings. 

It occurred to me that I was uncomfort- 
able around Harold, because his abject lone- 
liness reminded me of my own destitution—a 
secret poverty of the spirit, scrupulously 
whitewashed by middle-class etiquette, and 
college-bred arrogance. Harold had no such 
pretence. He was crass, and obnoxious, but 
not hypocritical. He may have resorted to 
drowning his sorrows, but his destitution was 
nowhere as decadent as my own. He wasn't 
bemoaning the loss of a culture of excess 
that he felt entitled to. He had long ago 
learned to live with lowered expectations. He 
knew the dangers of dwelling in the past. 

I inhaled another breath of the stagnant 
air that had, since my arrival, only been dis- 
turbed by the sporadic churning of the radia- 
tor fan. With care, I put the book on the 
blanket, pock-marked with cigarette burns. 
Outside the window, neon lights were flash- 
ing. As I closed the door, | could hear the 
sound of giant wings flapping in the stale air 


I left behind. 
- Pieter de Vos, Jr. 
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We have found a strange 
footprint on the shores of 
the unknown. We have 
devised profound theories, 
one after another, to 


account for its origin. At last 


we have succeeded in 
reconstructing the creature 


that made the footprint. And 


lo! It is our own 


ARTHUR S. EDDINGTON 
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It has to be acknowledged 
that in capitalist society, 
with its herds of hippies, 
originality has become a 

sort of fringe benefit, a 


mere convention, 


accepted obsolescence, 
the Beatnik model being 
turned in for the Hippie 


2 


model, as though 
strangely obedient to 
capitalist laws of 
marketing. 


Mary McCartHy 
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BEATNIK 


Oo man - or 
woman - is an 
island. To sur- 
vive life on this 

chunk of rock hanging sus- 

pended as if by magic in 
space, we human beings 


need others to_get by. Me, I. 


sometimes suffer from 
being an introverted free- 
lance writer lost in my own 
thoughts, so I made a con- 
scious decision to hit the 
streets and talk to strangers 
about the things that mat- 
ter. 

I'm a wimp, though. | 
didn't really hit the streets. 
It was too cold, so I visited 
the Mustard Seed Church 
downtown and The Next 
Act bar on Whyte Avenue. 
What warmed me most 
was how freely people 
shared their feelings when I 
asked, "Who has helped 
you the most in your life?" 

Interestingly, what | dis- 
covered in my first "street 
beatnik" experience is that 
some of the most helpful 
people in our lives are 
often those closest to us: 
family 


Carissa Haulton: 
Worker at Mustard Seed Church 


"I'd have to say that my mother is some- 
one who's helped me most. | think in my 
life, a lot of my problems haven't been 
physical things thev tenia he mints ems 
tional and mental, and 
that despite all of the friends and my sib- 
lings and my husband, I have a very spe- 
cial place in my heart for my mother." 


I've found always 


Judy Stelck: 
Manager/ Marketer for TIX On the Square: 


"I would say my husband, actually. I've 
had good parents, but since I married 
Leland, we had our ups and downs for the 
first few years because we met and got 
married within six months, but he really is 
my best friend. I've been offered different 
jobs and he's always been the one gently 
pushing me, saying that I can do it. So 
yeah, I'd have to say it's my husband 
who's helped me the most. Who would've 
thought, hey?" 


On the other hand, when you're far away 
from home (for whatever reason), it's amazing 
who becomes your family... or at least feels 
like family: maybe it's a group of children 
from Taiwan or just a person on the street who 
happens to be kind to you at the right 
moment... 


EKBUTT 


Interestingly, 
what I 
discovered in 
my first "street 
beatnik" 
experience Is 
that some of 
the most 
helpful people 
in our lives are 
often those 
CTOSeSt tO US: 


family.” 
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lan Jones: 
Bartender at The Next Act, and currently 
upgrading his education to be 
a bio-medical specialist: 


"The biggest influence I had was being a 
teacher in Taiwan for three and a half 
years. I had the same 16 children from 
when they were two and a half years old 
to when they were five and a half. 
Returning to Canada, I went back to uni- 
versity and suddenly I could do it. I was in 
university 10 years before that and I was a 
screw-up, smoking pot instead of studying 
and doing stupid part-time jobs. Teaching 
these kids gave me a lot more responsibili- 
ty." 


Gerald Nygaard: 
Panhandler 


"When I left Saskatchewan, I had a couple 
grand with me and I was going to go back 
to Calgary, get back into drywalling, buy 
some more tools, but I stopped in Medicine 
Hat, spent my couple grand, lost my car, 
so I only had a couple hundred bucks 
when | hit Calgary. Ever since then, I've 
been basically on the street. A lot of people 
have helped me out. I couldn't say how 
many but a lot of people have helped me 
out with change and cigarettes, here and 
there. There are a lot of good people out 
there. I've been panhandling for seven 
years now. I usually do okay. I'm usually a 
heavy drinker, but I get enough to get my 
sauce into me." 


- Article & Interview by Mark Kozub 


We don't hold back 
our opinions, why 
should you? If you 
would like to 
respond to 
something written 
in Our Voice or you 
simply think that 
Edmonton has 
gone long enough 
without hearing 
your views, send 
your 
comments to: 


whbjarnason@bissellcentre.org 
Our Voice 
c/o Bissell Centre 
10527-96 Street. 
Edmonton, Alberta, TSH 
2H6 
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FASD 


~ Adults Still 
Living at Home 


“Every time we 
leave the 
house we 

wonder what 
awaits us at 
home.” 


esearch done by different inner 

city agencies has shown that 

FASD affects a high percentage of 
homeless people. Feta] Alcohol 
Spectrum Disorde 
Col on . A ‘ 
develop in individuals whose mothers 
consumed alcohol during pregnancy. Not 
all persons born with the disease show 
obvious outward signs and for some this 
makes having FASD even more difficult 
for them and the families that love them. 
The public perceptions about those 
that have FASD are that they are lazy, 
and unmotivated. They have no con- 
science and are basically irresponsible. 
These perceptions are far from the truth 
says Bev Allard a Community Adult 
Advocate working with Well Community- 
Well Families. Most FASD adults are the 
opposite, they are generally people 
pleasers, and because of their circum- 
stances they would do anything to fit in 
with their peers. Their limitations, such 
as memory problems, distractibility, and 
a tendency to feel overwhelmed by stimu- 
lation are what dampen their ability to 
understand the meaning and interrela- 
tionships in the world around them says 
Bev, who has had experience in cases like 
this. In addition, FASD has a far-reaching 
effect on family members. The parent of 
the FASD child are quickly approaching 
retirement age and instead of this being a 
time of relaxing and pursuing new inter- 
ests, their lives are full of stress, frustra- 
tion and worry. "This has been going on 
so long and we are sick and tired of being 
tired and feeling defeated. Every time we 
leave the house we wonder what awaits 
us at home." Explains a parent of a FASD 
adult still living at home. For the parents, 
life may become a constant struggle. 
They have lived like this for so long that 
they have no idea how to change, and 
they watch their children get older and 
feel helpless and hopeless because of how 
much they depend upon them. A FASD 
adult still living at home may view their 


refers to certain physi 


parents as an endless source of money 
and time. They drain their parent until 
they are financially and emotionally 
bankrupt and at the end of their ropes. 
"Nobody can understand this anxiety 
unless they live it" they weep. They live in 
fear of threats to personal property and 
to themselves. " Would he really hurt us?" 
they ask, " is he really that cold and cal- 
culating"? 

Often times this is accentuated with 
drug and alcohol. Research indicates that 
more than 50 per cent of males with 
FASD and 70 per cent of females will 
have alcohol and drug problems. This 
self-medicating invariably brings many 
of them in direct conflict with the judicial 
and correctional systems. They don't 
understand the relationship of cause and 
effect, and don't understand the conse- 
quences for breaking the law. So what 
can be done to alleviate the problem? 

Well Communities - Well Families is a 
multi-level community development pro- 
gram aimed at building the capacity of 
Central Edmonton communities to sup- 
port healthy pregnancies and families. 
Through support and advocacy, women 
at risk of having a child with Fetal 
Alcohol Spectrum Disorder and adults liv- 
ing with the disease are supported in 
becoming self sufficient and helped to 
make positive decisions that affect their 
ability to live with in the community. The 
program Well Communities-Well Families 
began as a pilot project in October of 
1998. For a nine-month period research 


ers and solutions for the prevention and 
education of those affected by FASD in 
Edmonton. Once all the information was 
gathered, the model for Well 
Communities- Well Families was created, 
and programs were implemented. Two 
Community-Adult Advocates provide 
long-term support to adults who are 
affected by FASD or any Alcohol Related 
Neurodevelopment Disorder. What the 
Advocates do is to assist FASD adults in 
moving on with their lives and provide 
programs and a positive environment for 
them to build a support network. 
Understanding, education and providing 
structure are keys to developing strategies 
and support systems for FASD adults. 
Well Communities- Well Families have 
helped many families affected by FASD 
get their lives back on track. 

Bev Allard, director of the Well 
Communities-Well Families program 
states, "Over the past few years, numer- 
ous campaigns and initiatives have 
focused on heightening public awareness 
regarding the issues faced by those affect- 
ed by FASD. A shift to increase awareness 
and draw upon the financial resources of 
a broad cross section of Provincial 
Ministries will be extremely important in 
ensuring that future supports are equally 
shared and effectively implemented. The 
spectrum of supports required to effective- 
ly address the issues of this specific popu- 
lation impact greatly on all government 
agencies and need to be recognized as a 
shared financial responsibility. Having a 
broad spectrum of resources available to 
provide the daily supports required for 
these individuals is a vision shared by all 
who are curently working to provide this." 


- Bruce Mitchell 


What Do 
We Have 


To Offer? 
... LOVE! 


here's been a lot of hoopla around 

the possibility of same-sex marriage 

being legalized in Alberta. Ralph 

Klein is determined to prevent that 
from taking place, even going so far as to 
say that maybe the government should only 
license unions, leaving same-sex marriage 
to those churches that support gay and les- 
bian couples in committing their lives to 
each other. So where do | stand on the 
issue? My partner Jordan and | were mar- 
ried 2% years ago by a local pastor, and | 
support the legalization of what we have 
shared. 

Our lives are not very different from that 
of "straight" couples. She works part-time 
and I volunteer. We come home to each 
other every day. In the evenings we watch 
TV or perhaps go to a cheap movie on the 
weekend. She has a daughter, and that kid 
is my stepdaughter, whether it's legal or not. 
I love her and she loves me, no question 
about it. We go to church on Sunday morn- 
ings. We don't go out and get wasted at the 
bars or do things that are illegal or 
immoral. Most of all, we love each other. 
We're not complete without each other. One 
might say our lives are rather boring, but 
we're happy to be together. Being married 


lifetime commitment and that we choose 
each other each and every day. What does 
society find so threatening about that? We 
try to help others who need it whenever we 
get a chance. We mind our own business 
and try not to judge others, but people who 
don't know anything about us except that 
we are two women constantly judge us. 

When people ask why we want to be 
married, I stop for a second before | answer. 
Would you ask that question of a straight 
couple? The answer for Jordan and me is 
the same as it would be if you asked that 
straight couple. We are in love and want to 
spend the rest of our lives together. Because 
of our religious beliefs, we choose to take 
each other before God. Saying that our com- 
mitment to one another means less because 
we're the same sex doesn't make sense and 
isn't true. It's not a UNION. It's a MAR- 
RIAGE. And our being married means the 
same as it would to that other couple. We 
face the same challenges as that other cou- 
ple. We fight, we worry about money, and 
we dream about making our lives better 
than they are today. The everyday struggles 
are rewarding, but the most rewarding 
thing I can think of in my marriage is wak- 
ing up each morning next to Jordan and 
going to sleep next to her each night. 

If you've heard a lot about gay marriage 
and you don't know any gay or lesbian cou- 
ples, don't get caught up in all the debate 
without asking yourself-are they really so 
different from the other couples I know? 
Why is legalizing love and commitment 
such a bad thing? That's what it's all about, 
after all. Whatever forms it takes, the bot- 
tom line is love. We love each other. And 
that's nothing to be ashamed of. I hope peo- 
ple who see us in the neighborhood don't 
shake their heads in disgust or confusion- 
but in respect of the love we have for each 
other. 

- Lana Philips 


Love me little 
love me long, 
Is the burden of 
my song 


Ropert HERRICK 


means that we have chosen each other for a 
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THERE’S NO 


TELLING...WHAT’S 
AROUND. THE - CORNER 


he was nervous. It had been a long 

time since she'd worked with Special 

Needs kids. Nothing formal mind you. 

Just some standard baby-sitting when 
she was younger. But now she was a day 
home provider and after all that talking 
about getting a pilot project going some- 
time-it had happened a lot quicker than 
she'd expected and now she was 'interview- 
ing’ a youngster by observing him in a 
group setting. Unknown to him was 
whether or not she thought she'd 'try him 
out' or just let them proceed with the well- 
documented recommendations for formal 
institutionalization, which , of course, they 
were dreading going through with his 
young single mom. 

Her heart went out to him the moment 
she saw him-he looked so unhappy. She 
reminded herself about his history of violent 
outbursts-she just didn't dare jeopardize the 
well-being of the other children. She'd 
brought the baby along because she was 
her biggest concern. At least the others were 
old enough to ‘have a fighting chance’ no 
matter how unexpected his actions might 
end up being. 

It started with a disastrous outing to the 
playground where the poor little guy had to be 
separated from the other daycare kids even 
though they'd made a fair attempt to keep 
him distracted with some meaningless ‘busy’ 
activities that he really tried to attend to. Then 
they expected him to sit and watch a movie-at 
the back of the group where all the 'fidgeters 
always get placed-naturally near the same 
kids he'd already had a problem with. She 
managed to sit close by him, purposefully 
placing the sleeping baby in its car seat right 
in between them. While the others watched 
the movie, the little boy watched the walls, the 
ceiling, the Kleenex box he'd latched onto, the 
piece of lint on the carpet ... and she watched 
whatever he was watching while she surrepti- 


tiously watched him. 

She watched every twitch of his eyes, 
every shrug of his shoulders, every wiggle of 
every finger. She'd been a student of human 
nature all her life-reading body language 
was as natural to her as speaking is to most 
people. Non-verbal messages spoke louder 
to her than words ever could. She didn't 
know just what she was looking for-but she 
knew she'd recognize it if she saw it. That's 
why she caught what flickered through him 
when the baby suddenly stirred and woke 
up with a startled cry-he was concerned 
about her-he knew she was uncomfortable 
with a strange surrounding and he almost 
reached out to comfort her ... 

That little boy became an important 
daily fixture in her family day home. The 
other kids loved him-and so did she. They 
didn't put a bunch of expectations on his 
participation ... so he usually spent his time 
watching everything except what they were 
doing ... and loved to sit close to the baby 
whenever she was napping. Soon as she 
woke up he'd retreat to the nearest corner 
and ignore her again. He had a little more 
problem ignoring the dog or the cat though. 
They sensed a friend and liked to curl up 
close to him. Sometimes he'd go looking for 
them when they weren't in the room with 
him. They had said he was unresponsive to 
environment-that his particular form of 
autism was so severe that he'd never be able 
to learn like other children-that his own 
frustration would always mount to a point 
he couldn't contain it and would always 
lash out at others. They thought he was 
already dangerous! His mother didn't 
believe that-but nobody believed her when 
she said he wasn't really like that-because 
she was only his mother after all, and 
everybody knows a mother's love blinds her 
to her own child's faults. But she believed 
the mother. She'd seen him respond auto- 


matically to that baby's needs too many 
times. So she watched ... and she waited. 
They had some time now-at least there was 
a small window of time available for the 
next few months anyhow-before the system 
finished their assessment and closed the 
book on him. 

She had a systematic approach to child- 
care that she'd carefully disciplined herself 
to develop-consistent patterns of communi- 
cation, open-ended block-structuring of 
time, recording reflective observances about 
each child while they took their afternoon 
naps-she'd found it helped her to focus 
upon meeting the group's needs more effec- 
tively, which meant looking after a bunch 
of kids never got to drive her crazy like it did 
some people. It was because of that same 
systematic approach that she discovered the 
little boy could actually answer direct ques- 
tions put to him-even though they came out 
as the most bizarre and incongruous 
responses a couple of hours out of place- 


something the standard daycare setting 
with all of its diverse workers never could 
have discovered! 

Once that small key revealed itself it 
took so precious little time to help him find 
his way back to the world. He just needed to 
know where it was. Within only a few days 
his response time to questions was short- 
ened to only a few minutes-he started nat- 
tering away to the baby and the pets-he 
started wanting to do what the other kids 
did. Not so surprising was discovering that 
he had also developed some unusual talents 
while he was ‘locked away’ in his head- 
although still only five years old, he had a 
natural talent for making two-handed 
melodies on the piano ... and had devel- 
oped his own abacus system using tiny 
objects like beads or frozen peas in an 
empty egg carton and could do simple mul- 
tiplication problems ... and he always knew 
when somebody was scared or worried 
about something-no matter how well they 
covered it up. 

He went to regular school that fall after 
all. It took some fighting ... and accepting a 
special aide for the first while ... but he con- 
tinued right on through high school 
keeping up with his peers despite not really 
fitting-in ... probably not that much differ- 
ent than many of those the world's consid- 
ered to be a genius in their field. Curiously, 
though displaying some difficulties with 
socially-appropriate conduct and directed 
periods of concentration ... he never did dis- 
play any more problems with violence or 
outbursts of frustration. 

There's no telling what his future will be 
... or what his contributions to the world 


might be. What probably matters most.is 
that he has an honest chance to make them 
and all it really depended upon was 


somebody taking the time to let him know 
that others really did care about what he 
wanted after all! 


- Misty Wells 


AUTHOR'S NOTE: Autism (with varying forms 
of its often-accompanying delayed ecolalia) 
continues to remain one of the least understood 
and most misdiagnosed forms of mental health 
and / or communication disorders in society 
today. Mingled with the pathos of its tragedy is 
that it generally attacks the brightest of our 
young children ... robbing them of their rights 
and opportunities for normal development and 
growth ... while the misconceptions and unfair 
prejudice pitted against their parents and sib- 
lings shatter families. Life is not always just. It 
is up to each of us to ensure that we do not con- 
tribute to the social injustice that too often 
leaves people stranded on the wrong side of a 
long dark tunnel. 
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you were on crack 
and you said 
"T'll kill you" 
if i tried to take it away from you again 
what happened to my best friend? 
forget friend, i mean brother 
to this kid without a mother, 
you put my heart together 
but the person i knew has come to an end 
now i see i cannot depend 
on the light you once had 
To save your ass. 
Remember the time i said 
i wished i was dead 
and you took my hand and 
cradled my head 
said "come with me instead" 
and we sat by the river 
ooking up at the sky 
as i cried and cried 
what happened to your pride? 


today i wanted you and me to get better 
but you slapped my hand away 
the bond we shared is being blown away 
ghosting away like smoke in the night 
the love we had evaporates 
with every suck of your pipe. 


- Sara Campos-Silvius 


(2004 Songs of the Street Winner) 


we said we'd always be there foreach other 


NEED 


Need is that gnawing hunger that can't be satisfied 
by the meager meals at soup lines 
or items gleaned from food bank hampers. 


Need is the chill of winter 


pinching poorly shod feet 


and reaching long shivery fingers 
through worn winter wear. 
Need hovers in the shadows 
of dimly lit basement rooms Se 
and dwells in the chipped cups, cracked plates Restey ind cinder an 


and crudely repaired furniture both alike expression or 
utterance of feeling. But if 
we may be excused the 
Need is being half blind antithesis, we should say 
that eloquence is heard, 
poetry is overheard. 


where everything is second hand. 


because your glasses were broken, 


and losing your teeth one by one. Eloquence supposes an 
Need robs you of self expression Sees, Oe Pee 
of poetry appears to us to 
because choices are limited lie in the poet's utter 
to charity and cast-offs unconsciousness of a lis- 


tener. Poetry is feeling 
and self become only a shadow confessing itself to itself, 
in moments of solitude, 
and embodying itself in 


symbols which are the 


sold out for the price of survival. 


: Linda Dumont®*"\r ene nearest represeniations ol 
es the feeling in the exact 
shape in which it exists in 
(2004 Songs of the Street Winner) the poet's mind. 


Eloquence is feeling 
pouring itself to other 
minds, courting their 


MYSTERIOUS SEEDS Gitar tok tanner 
to move them to passion 


: or to action. 
Found a box of seeds in the basement 


| looked the bags over but I couldn't see what they were. Jena Stuanr iia 
So I found some pails of different sizes, 
bought some soil and fertilizer and proceeded to plant 
the seeds and give them lots of water. 
I took care of them and one day 
I could see small green sprouts 
They started to grow and grow. 
Thinking to myself out loud I knew what 
these mysterious seeds were. 
I knew why there were so many plants 
and why my pots were so full. 
I had been growing stinkweed with gentle care, 
love and weed picking. 
It showed me that it only takes one seed to grow, 
good or bad. 


- Betty Nordin 


(2004 Songs of the Street Winner) 
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Along shot 

at long odds, 

a black mare 

By Hatred out 

of Envy by Despair. 


James VINCENT CUNNINGHAM 


ENDO 


One 


Shot 
“Medi 


Inexpensive meals that can 
be made in one pot or pan 


BUTTER BRICKLE 
DESSERT 


Ingredients: 


2 cups flour 

42 cup oats 

¥2 cup brown sugar 

1 cup butter 

1 cup pecans 

250 ml caramel sauce (bought, or made 
by heating sugar & butter) 

250 ml chocolate sauce (bought, or made 
by heating sugar, cocoa & butter) 

1 pint ice cream (vanilla, choc, or butter- 
scotch ripple) 


srples 


printing 
graphic design 


Melt butter. Add flour, oats, brown sugar 
and nuts. Pat thin on a large cookie 
sheet and bake at 400 for 1Sminutes. 
Crumble while hot and spread half on 
bottom of a 9"x13" pan. | PHONE (780) 479-0475 
Drizzle 125ml of caramel and 125ml of : 

chocolate sauce over crumble. Spread FAX (780) 479-7238 
the ice cream over top, then put the 
remaining crumbs on the ice cream and 
drizzle the remainder of sauces on top. 
Freeze and serve fairly soft. 


8528 - 126 Avenue 
Edmonton, AB T5B 1G9 


- Heidi Bjarnason 


PUBLIC 


ecil- 
lle 


“More Cec than you 
can shake a stick at!” 


Interview 
with Cupid 


OV: Are you married, Cupid? 


Cupid: No, I don't have time and too old to 
find a mate. 


OV: Cupid how did you learn to shoot an 
arrow so accurately to create Love Matches? 
Cupid: I took many lessons from Robin 
Hood and a few extra from Indian Chief 
Crazy Horse. 


OV: Do you do any other work during the 
year? 


Cupid: Well, it takes a long time to prepare 
for that special day. I do upon request make 
some time to be a part time coach: for ath- 
letes, training the Olympic Games and 
other archery competitive events. 


OV: Have many of your love matches ended 
in failure? 


Cupid: Usually about 33%, but in Alberta, 
it's about 50%. 


OV: There is a saying that you can't win 
them all! 


Cupid: Well I do hope most are successful. 


OV: I heard Love really means Leave Out 
Valentine Endorsements! 


Cupid: I've always thought that Love 
means Life Only Values Engagements! 


OV: Getting engaged doesn't always result 
in a marriage. 


Cupid: In a lot of cases, that's a good thing. 


OV: Will you always be doing what you do 
forever? 


Cupid: Forever is a long time, but no one 
day man & woman, man & man, and 
woman & woman will just live together. 
Thus eliminating divorces, there will be 
rules set out for living together and rules 
that cover civil unions. If the relationship 
fails, there are rules in place that cover dis- 
position of property, and for the care of: any 
children as result of the relationship 


OV: Is there a message for the world? 
Cupid: | like the same favorite quote as by 
Sir Wilfred Laurier: "remember that faith is 


better than doubt and Love is better than 
Hate’ 


- Cecil Garfin 


Vendor 
of the Month 


Michael H 


vian was born in Athabasca, she is 

one of 8 girls and 2 boys. She is 

married, and has 7 children and 1 

grandchild. All of her family lives in 
and around the Edmonton area including her 
father, her mother is deceased. 

She has done homecare nursing for 4 
years, has also been a waitress and a prep 
cook. 

Approximately a year ago she was out of 
work, her sister Wendy Gladue was selling 
Our Voice, she suggested to her to it a try. 

Vivian's still selling at the same location 
where she started, the 2nd floor Pedway lead- 
ing to Manulife Place at the Edmonton Center 
entrance. 

Vivian is looking to get back into Home 
Care Nursing part-time. 

In her spare time, she likes to sew and 
knit, read books and magazines, watch TY, 
listen to music and occasionally go to Bingo. 

Before Christmas 2004, Vivian found a 
wallet with a lot of money in it, there were 
also pictures of young children. Although she 
could have used the money, but believing that 
honesty is the best policy, and knowing how 
she would feel if it had been her wallet, she 
immediately gave the wallet to Security. 
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When the owner got back, she sought out 
Vivian to thank her for what she'd done and 
give her a monetary reward. 

Vivian wishes to thank all her customers 
especially those who gave her gifts of flowers, 
a turkey, candy and extra money this past 
Holiday Season. 

She wishes all her customers, and everyone 
else in the Our Voice family a healthy and 

very prosperous New Year! 
~ Vivian is a very nice lady, very cheerful 
and enjoys meeting and talking with people. 

She has a specific message for other O.V. 
vendors, "Be respectful to everyone you 
encounter, don't get discouraged, be patient 
and good things will happen everyday. 


- Cecil Garfin 


groups. He also did consulting, advised 
group publications, brochures, and video 
productions. 

He worked as the editor of the Boyle 
McCauley News for 5 years, and is the 
Chairman of the Board. For the past four 
years he has been chairman of the board of 
the Boyle McCauley Health Centre and he is 
a volunteer on the board of Action for 
Healthy Communities. 

Phil and this writer worked with up to 10 
other people for 2 years on the Telus Phone- 
In -Every-Home Committee. Telus was not 
co-operative and didn't give us a satisfactory 
option to alleviate the problems we were try- 
ing to solve. For the past 2 ¥% years, Phil has 
been working as a research coordinator and 
policy analyst for the Edmonton Social 
Planning Council. 

Phil is a very deserving recipient of 


PU 


Lucinda Levoir: 


The program appealed to me because it was 
more hands on, applying knowledge in class 
and placement. My future plan is to become 
a Child Life Specialist, working in hospitals in 
playroom settings to diminish children's fear 
while in hospitals. 


REPUBLIC a 3 


Citizen of the Month recognition. Keep up 
with the good work you're doing, helping to 
create a better society. 

Lois Hole's favourite quote by Margaret 
Meade: "Never doubt that a small group of 
committed people can make a difference". 
This statement is an encouragement for any 
group to carry on trying to achieve their 
goals. 


EE ET 


The republic, as | at least 
understand it, means 
association, of which liberty 
is only an element, a 
necessary antecedent. It 
means association, a new 
philosophy of life, a divine 
Ideal that shall move the 
world, the only means of 
regeneration vouchsafed to 
the human race. 


Cee Gort Marianne Trebell 
I was working in the field before I enrolled in 
the program. | felt stagnant because | felt | 
had more to learn and decided to enter EDCP. 
I like the class setup, no final exam, and 
using my knowledge in a practicum setting. 
My mind is not made up yet about future 
plans, due to various job offers--teacher's 
assistant, infant-toddlers, preschoolers, out-of- 
school daycare. 


The Citizen of the Month wins a dinner for two, 
care of Cafe Mosiacs 


ee a, a 2 Tricia Lirette GiusepPe Mazzini 
Citizen of the Adopt a icia Lirette is one of the many 
, instructors in this program at Grant 

_ MacEwan College. She is a GMCC 
< ; ovavale , las O65. She 
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Phil O'Hara 


e's lived in Edmonton for the past 

15 years. Twelve years ago he had 

a house built in the heart of the 

inner city, where he still resides 
today. Living in a low-income neighbour- 
hood, you get a better prospective of the 
needs of the individuals and the families in 
the area. 

Phil worked with AASH (Action Against 
Smoking and Health) Group, as an advo- 
cate against smoking, he spoke to youths 
about the negative aspects of smoking, 
including the effects on one's health, bad 
odours in cars, furniture and clothing, the 
danger of second-hand smoke to others 
health and fires related to smoking, match- 
es & lighters. 

He also did research and developed poli- 
cy around reduction of smoking and other 
restrictions. Phil says that his efforts were to 
help young people to make good lifestyle 
choice and to counter tobacco advertise- 


ments. 
He had a communication company 
working for both profit and non-profit 


Our vendors are the most hug- 
gable people in the known uni- 
verse. Prove us wrong people; 
prove us wrong! 


Tell us why your 
vendor is all that and a bag of 
chips and win some 
Our Voice loot! 


Send your submission to 
Warren: 


wbjarnason@bissellcentre.org 


Our Voice 
c/o Bissell Centre 
10257-96 Street. 
Edmonton, Alberta, 
T5H 2H6 


~ She was really impressed with the overall 


curriculum so she moved on to the U of A, 
enrolling in a BSc in Family Studies. Tricia fol- 
lowed that with a Masters degree in Adult 
Education. 

The EDC program prepares students to 
work with children and their families in 
group settings. Some examples are daycare, 
playschools, and headstart programs. 

The biggest change in the program has 
been more research telling us about the 
importance of the early years. They now 
know what quality care looks like and how to 
provide it for children and families. 

Some people think this program is all 
about playing, but students come out of the 
program with knowledge and skills related to 
child development, research and the latest 
information on early leaming and care. 

Tricia's biggest concern is that both levels 
of government have to continue to invest in 
Early Childhood Programs in the community 
so that children receive high quality care. 

She would like to attract students who are 
concerned about the well being of children in 
the community. For more information about 
the program call Michelle at 497-5157 or e- 
mail loganm3a@mac.ca. 


-Kevin Fox 


Early Childhood 
Development 
Program 
students 


posed this question to four ECDP students: 
What was the driving force for you to 
enroll in this program and what are your 
future plans? 


Michelle Fletcher: 

I want to leam more about children, to edu- 
cate them more thoroughly. Next year | am 
transferring to U of A in Education. Then 
whatever opportunities open themselves up, | 
will pursue. I would truly like to work in a 
third-world country orphanage. 


Ashley Mundle: 

I got my inspiration from seeing a person 
who was with the miracle show on Oprah 
who opened up an art class for inner city chil- 
dren. From that I wanted to kids to explore, 
create, and discover new things and make a 
difference in their lives. I'm Undecided about 
the future because I have had so many won- 
derful placements in this program and job 
experience, that there are so many directions. 
I'm going to take it one day at a time. 


-Kevin Fox 


ZODIAC 


Look you, Doubloon, your 
zodiac here is the life of 
man in one round 
chapter.... To begin: there's 
Aries, or the Ram— 
lecherous dog, he begets 
us; then, Taurus, or the 
Bull—he bumps us the 
first thing; then Gemini, or 
the Twins—that is, Virtue 
and Vice; we try to reach 
Virtue, when lo! comes 
Cancer the Crab, and 
drags us back; and here, 
going from Virtue, Leo, a 
roaring Lion, lies in the 
path—he gives a few 
fierce bites and surly dabs 
with his paw; we escape, 
and hail Virgo, the virgin! 
that's our first love; we 
marry and think to be 
happy for aye, when pop 
comes Libra, or the 
Scales— happiness 
weighed and found 
wanting; and while we are 
very sad about that, Lord! 
how we suddenly jump, 
as Scorpio, or the 
Scorpion, stings us in 
rear; we are curing the 
wound, when whang 
come the arrows all 
round; Sagittarius, or the 
Archer, is amusing 
himself. As we pluck out 
the shafts, stand aside! 
here's the battering-ram, 
Capricornus, or the Goat; 
full tilt, he comes rushing, 
and headlong we are 
tossed; when Aquarius, or 
the Waterbearer, pours out 
his whole deluge and 
drowns us; and, to wind 
up, with Pisces, or the 
Fishes, we sleep. 


HERMAN MELVILLE 
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AQUARIUS (January 20th - February 18th) 
Forgetfulness will plague you this month. You 
will be plagued by forgetfulness during the 
month of February. If you only remember one 
thing, remember this: you will remember noth- 
ing else but the fact that February will be a 
month to forget... because of the plague. 


PISCES (February 19th - March 20th) 
Astrology can be helpful when warning us 
about the comforting lies we tell ourselves. 
Sandy believes that most of us can detect these 
ourselves without having to be publicly embar- 
rassed by somebody. For those who aren't 
inclined to employ the reflection necessary to 
uncover these lies, you may continue to take 
comfort in the lie that you don't need to do so. 


ARIES (March 21st - April 19th) 

You might get a request from a family member 
who - being unable to fully determine the ori- 
gins of his ability to hold a grudge - will ask for 
your patience as he works to overcome them. 
Granting this request might at first seem like a 
compromise on your part but really you're just 
purchasing long-term harmony at the expense 
of the short-lived satisfaction of comeuppance. 


TAURUS (April 20th - May 20th) 

Whether it's because they know that their clique 
of those with indulgent appetites cannot be sus- 
tainably expanded or because they just don't 


care, those in a position to do something about 
poverty in Canada (and the rest of the world for 
that matter) are doing very little. It's like a dis- 
ease in the family that's rarely spoken about. 
You however do not have to follow their exam- 
ple. Acknowledge poverty as the scourge that it 
is and become familiar with its many faces. 
Know that the gravy train is picking up speed as 
it begins to hurtle downhill and while the few 
kickback-paying smugs inside the small car 
might be comfortable for a little bit longer, the 
hangers-on desperately clinging to the outside 
are in danger of being blown off, left behind and 
forgotten like the exhaust from the great, puff- 
ing, hungry engine. The ability to deal with 
poverty and its attendant problems will distin- 
guish ordinary citizens in a world that is being 
increasingly commandeered by the plutocrats. If 
you're interested in some suggested reading 
about how to deal with this imminent change, 
forget "The Anarchist's Cookbook"; instead check 
out the "SAS Survival Handbook" and the bible 
(read the story of David and Goliath and know 
that the plutocrats have memorized "Leviathan", 
"The Prince" and "The Art of War’). 


GEMINI (May 2ist - June 20th) 

A warning Gemini; while financial markets 
might not immediately reflect it, they are subject 
to the increasing skittishness of investors due to 
profound influences like the over-extended 
American economy, the coming end of cheap 
fossil fuels and the unavoidable big-picture costs 
of environmental degradation. While geo-cos- 
mic analysis might continue to be useful in 
handicapping your romance prospects, the com- 
ing turbulence will inject a tone of instability 
that will render prediction of financial market 
timing more uncertain. One thing is certain... a 
change is going to come. 
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CANCER (June 21st - July 22nd) 

Your intellectual thirst will be unquenchable this 
month. To avoid making people feel inadequate 
or threatened though you must be selective 
about with whom you share your research on 
"Masonic Tracing Boards and the Western 
Metaphysical Tradition". 


LEO (July 23rd - August 22nd) 

Captain Dave's Survival Centre ranks the sur- 
vival risk quotient at 69. "Fifty is an average 
threat level and 0 is a peaceful world with no 
threats, or what it would have been like for 
Adam and Eve without the Serpent. One hun- 
dred is TEOTWAWKI, or the end of the world as 
we know it." It's only 20% higher than average 
though, so don't let this undermine your natural 
optimism. 


VIRGO (August 23rd - September 22nd) 
Despite your magnetic personality Virgo, your 
propensity for misplacing small metallic objects 
will be heightened this month. 


LIBRA (September 23rd - October 22nd) 

In addition to precise and reliable astrological 
forecasts, (yeah right) this feature occasionally 
supplies information that can improve your 
quality of life. In order to progress toward a 
fuller "you", you must first "clear the barrier of 
ianorance, eqocentricity, attachment to phvsical 
pleasures and material objects." 5 indy suggests 
finding and nurturing love, and this is a good 
month to do this; some celestial signs are indi- 
cating something around February 14th. 


SCORPIO (October 23rd - November 21st) 

Just because she signed it "XXX ;O Prudence 
RSVP" doesn't mean that you have to go out and 
eliminate all daylight between the two of you. 
She says crazy stuff like "let's get mashed and 
play with the space on top" and you just get all 
smiles. It happens like that sometimes but you 
absolutely must beware of The Gift from a sex 
fiend. Don't even bother starting anything 
because it's a no-win situation. You dare not ask 
any questions about it because that just leads to 
a cold spell and ultimately, withdrawal symp- 
toms... and you don't even want to think about 
the other eventuality. Just forget it. 


SAGITTARIUS (Nov. 22nd - December 21st) 

A warning about catching up on your astrology 
reading during your holiday down-under: it's in 
the southern hemisphere, so things are different. 
If you don't believe Sandy, just watch the sink 
drain when you're there. 


CAPRICORN (December 22nd - January 19th) 
A while ago Copernicus proved that we live in a 
heliocentric (sun-centred) solar system, but that 
doesn't mean that we can't believe in a geo-cen- 
tric (earth-centred) conceptual system. 
Astronomers may disagree with Sandy but you 
should know that chances are good that during 
the second week of this month you could con- 
nect with somebody who will come to believe 
that you are the centre of the universe. 
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Crossword (Solution Next Month) 


Across: Down: 

3. container e part of diatonic scale 
5. coin 2. type of street person 

8. covenants 3: kind of wind 

10. grass seeds 4. large rounded mass 
14. __ time of day ~ fixed points in time 
15... covering 6. rope attachment 

17. —_ attention-getter ee type of aquatic animal 
18. ~~ type of horse » type of battle 

20.___ desires stones 


chimney covering 
slender domestic cat 
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EMPLOYMENT SERVICES 


For the Inner City 


> Casual Labour 
> Life Management Skills Training 

> Career Counseling 

> Résumé & Cover Letter Preparation 

> Job Interview Skills 

> Internet Training 

> H2S Training (limited funding available) 


> WHMIS/Standard First Aid Training 


All services offered at no cost! 


CASUAL LABOUR 


“Pay the worker - 
NOT the broker” 


Minimum hourly rate - $8.00 
Minimum 4 hours per day 


Workers available 7 days a week, 24 hours a day 
Bookings taken within work hours 

Mon-Thurs: 7am-2pm 

Fri: 7am-noon 


Need someone to help with... 


> Yard Work/Snow Removal 

» Loading/Unloading 

> Decorating — internal/external 
> Cleaning - domestic/industrial 
» Manufacturing 

> General Labour 


All services offered at no cost! 


—BISSELL CENTRE © 
Telephone: 424-4385 
Or 
Casual Labour program for women at 


Elizabeth Fry Society of Edmonton 


Telephone: 421-1175 ext 22 
Mon-Fri 7pm-3pm 


unit of land 16. intent look 
19. symbol 
20. kind of root 
y AR talent 
22. assumed role 
23. mental talent 
24. young person 
‘ . 

Solution: (January Crossword) : 

Across: Down: 

4. HOOD a GLANCE 

6. HAY pe TUX 

7. OXEN 3. MINOR 

8. BEATINGS 5 OOZE 

9. CUTTER 6. HORN 

10. JIVE 8. BRIDE 

11. FEE 9. STEAM 

12. KARATE TT. TUCK 

13. EM 15: RINGS 

14. QUILT 16. EDIT 

15. WASPS 18. BREW 

21 FRIENDS 19. WAVE 

23. WOE 20. SOIL 

24. CLAN 21. FIN 
22. SPY 


Hey, stop that! 


Don’t settle for playing with yourself on the 
weekend. Come down to the Mount Royal Hotel 
(10220 - 96 Street) every Sunday from 3-7pm for 
an Open Stage. Bring your instruments and leave 

your bigshot attitude at home! 


New and 
Gently-Used 
Fashions 
plus..... 


Bissell Centre's 
Thrift Shoppes 


© furniture® home goods 
© jewellery® collectibles 


8818 118 Ave © antiques 
471-6644 

> 
cuzzeae = the best quality 


lowest prices 


We are 100% non-profit 
and locally owned 
No GST ever 


ALL PROFITS SUPPORT THE PROGRAMS 
AND SERVICES OF BISSELL CENTRE 
IN EDMONTON'S INNER CITY 


ARE OPEN SEVEN 
DAYS A WEEK 


“VOICE © 


Amisk & Associates 


Presents the 2nd Annual 


NATIONAL INDIGENOUS 
SEXUAL ABUSE CONFERENCE 


February 21-24, 2005 


“Continuing with our Journey” 


Shaw Conference Centre, Edmonton, Alberta 
With Keynotes: Linda Halliday-Sumner & Jane Middelton-Moz 


For more information contact: Conference Coordinator: Allan Beaver 
P.O. Box 11635 — Main Post Office 
Edmonton, Alberta T5J 3K8 
Tel: 1-780-452-8996 Fax: 1-780-452-8926 
E-Mail: allanbeaver@abmail.ca 


“The purpose of the 2004 conference is to mainly help people continue on their journey of me, 


dealing with sexual abuse and to enrich awareness, understanding, and knowledge of people 
doing counselling, addictions work, mental health work, socialihealthieducation research and ’ 
2 


policy work in First Nation, Metis, and other aboriginal contexts.” y 
The theme of the conference is “Continuing With Our Journey.” “Together we 
can work towards a better understanding of what sexual abuse is and find ways to 
build safer communities. Sexual abuse is a complex problem and there are no quick solutions.” 


Amisk & Associates is a 100% First Nations organization based out of Edmonton, Alberta. 


Registration Fee: $450.00 (Canadian Funds) before December 31, 2004 - $525.00 thereafter 
GROUP RATE: 10 or more delegates - $375.00 each 
ELDER’SISENIORS RATE: $300.00 


Cancellation Policy: 50% of the registration fee is non-refundable. 
The remainder will be refunded if written notification is received prior to the conference 
*Only money orders and certified cheques will be accepted. 
Absolutely no personal cheques. 


Name and address must be clear and complete in order to receive confirmation of registration 


Meme: sss ss ee ee eee 
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TownlCity: Postal Code: 


Telephone: Fax: 
MAIL YOUR REGISTRATION AND PAYMENT TO: 


Amisk & Associates 
P.O. Box 11635 - Main Post Office 
Edmonton, Alberta T5J 3K8 


